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	1. Reluctance

_'Hime-Sama' _

Concentration broken by the interruption (y/n) felt the water creep along the edge of one sandal, the foot raised and readjusted to settle once more on the clear water top she remained still, eyes focused on the sun fading into the horizon line.

_'Hime-Sama?'_

Feeling aggrieved by the improper use of the title (y/n) craned her neck, a hand waving to let Azuka know that she'd heard the first time the light shuffling of the woman's feet told (y/n) that she'd moved closer to the waters edge. There was no illusion that Azuka would not depart without (y/n) in company.

_'Hime-Sa-'_

_'I know Azuka. Just let me stay a little longer' _

Cutting across the woman with a biting edge the air around them crackled with their growing frustration, Azuka wished for (y/n) to hurry along, whereas (y/n) wanted to stay a little longer. It was not within (y/n)'s interest that evening to abide by the rulings of anyone else, not for the time being at least. With the sun finally melting into the horizon line the darkness took the opportunity to grip the once pink and orange sky, replacing the bright and warm colours with an inky black that suffocated the stars from view.

Hesitating (y/n) wondered how far across the lake she'd make it before Azuka was on her heels. The idea tempting was not one (y/n) would put into motion, not for the time being at least, the area was far too open, it would allow Azuka clear sight of which direction (y/n) intended to flee. Resigning to her fate slow steps carried her across the waters surface, the hem of her kimono brushing along the still water to create pools of ripples it took longer than necessary to reach the stern faced Azuka  
><em><br>'Your father wants you to attend this evenings peace talks Hime-Sama, you need to look your best and you have left me little time to do so' _

Azuka had been (y/n)'s nanny since her birth, in the absence of her mother, and a father who despised the fact he'd been given a daughter - even though it was never said openly (y/n) could see the disappointment on his face whenever she was in his company - (y/n) was raised in the care of a surrogate mother. Azuka having been given the honour she was the closest thing to a mother (y/n) had experienced, and as much as she cared for the older woman, she equally loathed her for siding with her father on the topic of what was to be that evenings meeting.

'_Don't sulk Hime-Sama' _

Berated once more a roll of the eyes followed, the title attached to her person was uncalled for, but had stuck over the passing years. For (y/n) was no princess, she was simply the only daughter born to the head of the clan, the honourific murmured on a few occasions by those that sat high within the clan it ended up sticking like an unwanted nickname, it made (y/n) wonder on occasion if those who used the title actually knew of the name she'd been given at birth.

_'I'll stop sulking if you let me slip away now. Just vanish into the trees and disappear. You can tell my father I ran off to live in the mountains or something to that effect' _

The slight seriousness in the nonsense (y/n) spouted had not gone amiss by Azuka, the fan once at the woman's side raised to whip across (y/n)'s head

_'Don't be foolish. Now, come along. I have a lot of work to do' _

Giving (y/n) a head to toe inspection Azuka tutted her discontent at the less than lady like state in which she'd found (y/n). A smile pulling at the corners of (y/n)'s mouth a hand wound into the soft fabric of the stained kimono she wore. The kimono was clean on that morning, but after scaling a wall or two, and climbing a tree, the delicate fabric had become soiled.

It angered (y/n) that for eighteen years she'd been put through rigorous training, her body pushed and tested to it's limits so that it was battle ready at any given moment, her ninjutsu practiced and perfected along with her chakra control so that she would be recognised as a kunoichi. Not once was (y/n) expected to sit and act like a lady, be able to entertain guests or conduct herself in the way an upper class woman was expected too until now.

(y/n) knew how to throw kunai, not tea parties.

Begrudging the situation once more the heel of the sandal was dug into the dirt on arriving at the walls of her clan's home, Azuka's hand around her wrist trying to drag her through the gates with little success (y/n)'s stubborn will buckled when a familiar voice called out to the pair  
><em><br>'You were supposed to be here an hour ago' _

Firm and speaking with an air of authority the thick and spiked white hair was kept out of the man's face by his Hitai-ate, thin red lines like slashes running either side of his cheek, whilst another ran vertically down his chin  
><em><br>'Tobirama-Sama, she is being most unreasonable' _

Azuka having released the hold on (y/n)'s wrist now turned to Tobirama in a hope for some support, a wicked glint lighting up the woman's eyes when (y/n) shot a brooding look at the woman. Out of the two brothers (y/n) had, Tobirama was the one she listened too. Tonight however was not going to play out how Azuka hoped, heels digging firmer into the dry dirt both arms folded across the chest, head angled in an act of defiance  
><em><br>'I refuse to entertain talks of any kind tha- TOBIRAMA!' _

With body firmly pinned over one shoulder an arm kept (y/n) in place as Tobirama took strong and determined strides into the compound that was their home. Arms and legs making clear protest at Tobirama's man handling (y/n) went so far as to wrap a hand in his hair, pulling at the fine strands in a hope that he'd place her upon the ground. It was a lost battle though, for Tobirama merely grunted, his shoulder giving a sudden lurch that sent her body further over his shoulder and forced her to relent on the grip of his hair

_'Traitor!' _

Hissing out the word (y/n) fell into a silent fuming, of all the people to encourage her presence at the meeting planned for that evening (y/n) had wrongly presumed that Tobirama would be on her side in refusing the proposal their father planned

_'Be quiet, and get ready' _

Having failed to notice that they were already inside the main building (y/n) was momentarily relieved to be on solid ground once more, Tobirama having set her down far more gentle than his order sounded not another word was shared between the two before he strode down the hall, his silhouette dancing across the walls with each flicker of the candles she could not help the heavy feeling of betrayal that lay within her stomach.

A pair of frail yet firm hands pressed at the centre of (y/n)'s back, gentle encouragement from Azuka for (y/n) to enter her bedroom so that Azuka could make quick work on preparing her for that evening's meeting she did so with little fight, shuffling through the sliding doors (y/n) stood like a mannequin, moving only when directed under Azuka and a hand maids orders she barely recognised herself when they completed their work.

A kimono of black with gold detailing hugged at (y/n)'s body, the obi made of a deep crimson red was tied in the Chōchō musubi style, the colour complimenting the kimono and the decorative pins that held the once loosely flowing hair into a complex looking bun that resembled a flower in bloom

_'There, you're ready Hime-Sama' _

With a breath of pride Azuka held onto one of (y/n)'s hands, the once strong fingers now frail in age a gentle squeeze was returned. No matter how much (y/n) disliked the reason that she was dressed up, she could not deny that she enjoyed the rare occasion that she was permitted to.

_'Thank you Azuka' _

Showing her gratitude further with a tight embrace (y/n) gazed upon her reflection once more, it was frightening how a different attire could change the outside perception of an individual, for (y/n) finally looked befitting of the title 'Princess'. Frowning silently at the image (y/n)'s heart gave a small leap when the knock at her bedroom door came, from the silhouette alone she knew who'd arrived to accompany her, relief taking hold that it would not be her father

_'You can enter Hashirama' _

Giving permission for her brother to enter (y/n) turned towards him, a slow turn given before she looked up at the darker skinned man with a smile, his approval of her appearance given in the form of a pride filled sob

_'You will make father proud' _

The comment came with a smile, Hashirama's cheerful aura easing (y/n)'s growing discomfort at what was about to unfold she stepped out of her bedroom, Hashirama's arm held out for her to take she looped a hand loosely around it

_'Do I really have to do this?'_

Unable to keep her nervousness hidden under the watchful gaze of Hashirama the question spilled out of her painted mouth in a hushed whisper, throat constricting as they loomed closer to the main hall in which the meeting was to be held

_'You have nothing to worry about. It's not such a bad idea' _

Words aiming to quell the rising panic only served to upset (y/n)'s nerves further, even Hashirama was acting like it was a perfectly normal thing. Unlike Hashirama and Tobirama, they were not about to have their future and the future of two clans balanced painfully on their shoulders.

For if the negotiations went according to plan, the age old feud between the Senju and Uchiha clans would be put to rest by the proposed marriage between (y/n) and one of the two remaining Uchiha siblings, although (y/n) already knew which of the two brothers her intended matrimony was intended to be with.


	2. Unbidden

With the ornate doors drawn back it allowed Hashirama and (y/n) entry, all sound of conversation previously heard from behind the shuttered doors dissipating the moment they stepped inside the room.

Heart thumping with the rising nerves (y/n) felt her throat slowly constrict again. Fingers fumbling for grip on Hashirama's arm a wave of faintness clouded bustling mind, a wide array of ideas of what was about to happen unfolding within her mind it made the corners of both eyes form spots that blocked her peripheral vision. It was only when Tobirama appeared at her side that she felt her body lighten, the anxiety lifting when flanked by her brothers they stood tall and proud, their bodies conveniently placed and shielding her from the immediate view of those gathered and seated in the main hall

_'Is this the famed Hime-sama of the Senju clan?'_

Cold and calculating the voice rung out across the hall, a gravelly undertone picked out (y/n) felt ruffled by the man's clear mocking tone.

Up until that moment (y/n) had never been permitted onto the battlefield when their opponents were that of the Uchiha clan. For reasons unknown their father always insisted that she remain within the safety of the compound. It was only then, (y/n) realised, she'd never met a clansman of the Uchiha. Everyone heard the stories of their prowess in battle, had been warned never to keep eye contact when their Sharingan were active, but until now, she'd never seen one of them in the flesh.  
><em><br>'Yes. This is my only daughter (y/n)'_

The sound of her father's voice eased the tension in her body, but only for a moment. As if the mention of her name was some silent cue for her brothers to move, they stepped aside. No longer in position to shield (y/n) from the room and it's occupants, it left her her wide open and exposed to the eyes of the gathered men.

Never in one moment had (y/n) felt so vulnerable and exposed, than when she was under the inspection of the abyss like eyes the Uchiha clan owned. It became clear very quickly by the wide eyed, and strangely open expressions the clansman wore, that (y/n) was not what they had been expecting. Their silence putting weight behind the theory that she'd stunned them into a quiet (y/n) took the opportunity of the unexpected upper hand and gave a flattering, but not entirely open smile.

Making way to her father's side (y/n) made certain not to trip, to move with some amount of elegance and portray the image of being a refined woman. It would not bode well for (y/n) if she were to act in a way that would bring embarrassment upon her father, he'd flay her alive should she dare attempt such a thing.

Hands crossed neatly (y/n) lowered with ease onto the provided pillow positioned just behind her father, she knew enough that the women in attendance to official meetings were rarely permitted to take seat beside the men, and instead were tucked behind, but still in view. Once settled Hashirama and Tobirama flanked their father, Tobirama sitting slightly in front of (y/n) but not covering her enough so that she was out of view she caught the side glance, the silent question of her well being.

A smile and incline of the head was given in response, the fan hidden within the obi retrieved a gentle flick of the wrist opened it to reveal it's intricate pattern, the symbol of the Senju clan woven into to the delicate art work she made the gentle motion of the wrist that put the fan to work.

_'A fine woman you have raised. You must be proud'_

The comment broke the silence (y/n) created, the voice coming from a different point within the room her father's head bowed, his arms still folded tightly a rare smile came across his mouth

_'She is every bit her mother'_ speaking with a sense of pride (y/n)'s heart leapt.

Not once in the eighteen years she'd been alive, had her father ever complimented her. Whether the sudden gleam of pride he now wore was for show or not was unknown, but (y/n) was willing to take it for its surface appearance.  
><em><br>'Flattery aside, and as lovely as she is, we have matters to discuss Butsuma'_

The interjection of a stable and authoritarian voice brought all eyes to the man sat central of the Uchiha clan. Dark eyes burning like coals there was no mistaking the man's position within the Uchiha clan, he was Tajima Uchiha, (y/n)'s potential future father in law.

With attention now drawn to the discussion between the clan leaders and their advisors it allowed time for (y/n) to scope the gathered men. Their tell tale black hair and matching eyes drew them out from the ordinary throng of her own clan, they were handsome and carried themselves with the pride of their family name.

Eyes continuing to traverse through the group they came to an abrupt stop.

Having learnt to look upon a person with the charade of holding eye contact without actually meeting the person's gaze (y/n) lingered on the face of the man watching her.

One eye partially covered by the healthy head of hair the mouth was drawn from a neutral stance to a sly and almost coercive smirk. The man knew that (y/n) was not quite meeting with the gaze he levelled upon her, it gave her the sense that he believed she simply could not meet with his eyes, and in any other circumstance she would not have.

In an act of boldness, and a hint of pomposity (y/n) flicked her eyes upward, taking focus off the deep lines beneath his own and meeting the man in a head on and defiant stare. The fan lifted to hide the shock her mouth formed (y/n) barely managed to keep the lids of her eyes drawing wider.

Now able to take in the man's appearance fully she was filled with an awe, that was quickly overpowered with fear. The man did not need to say a word for (y/n) to understand he was a powerful individual, without even witnessing it in the physical she knew that he was not a man to be taken lightly, nor misjudged, he was not a being of brawn and no brain, the man held both in high volume.

There was no mistaking him for who he was.

Madara Uchiha.

A gifted and powerful shinobi, the pride of his father and that of his clan, he was also (y/n)'s suspected future husband.

With their sights locked onto one another a silent battle of wills ensued to see who would look away first. Unfortunately it was (y/n) who broke eye contact, though her gaze didn't leave his body, instead it was put beneath her heavy criticism and scrutiny.

Madara was handsome, that was painfully obvious from first glance, but it was something he did not seem aware of. It seemed to (y/n) that Madara was not overly consumed like most men about women, he gave (y/n) the impression he'd choose a sparring match over an opportunity to take a woman to bed.

If the assumption of Madara's lacking libido was true, it meant it could potentially work in (y/n)'s favour, for if their planned marriage went ahead, she would not have to worry about conceding her body to him.

Smiling behind the fan (y/n) turned attention away from Madara to the discussion unfolding between the two clans leaders, their gazes steady and faces blank of emotion a part of (y/n) hoped for the negotiations to fall flat, the Uchiha were greatly outnumbered in their current situation, and with the head of the clan sat right before them, it was an opportunity too good to miss.

Catching the corner of Hashirama's eye it appeared like he'd read her thoughts, an admonishing look thrown at her a slow and indignant roll of the eyes answered it, she was no fool to stoke the embers of the fire that had once been between their clans. The fact their father allowed in the clan that had taken the lives of his wife and sons showed just how much he wanted for this union to work. No matter how much (y/n) detested the idea, she would not bring shame to her father and her clan, the move was to be in the best interest of both their clans after all.

Tajima and her father sat straight suddenly, their expressions still fixed on neutral each of the men reached a hand out to the other, meeting in the middle for a firm grip the two men nodded in agreement.

_'We'll begin planning in the morning'_

The words caused (y/n)'s chest to puff up, her fate decided it took a great deal of self control not to snipe at her father and Tajima alike. The marriage between Madara and (y/n) was given the go ahead by both clans, her partner chosen for political alignment rather than out of a mutual emotional and physical interest she sucked in her bottom lip, eyes swimming over the gathered bodies they quickly found the person they were looking for.

Oddly calm, and apparently unperturbed by the outcome Madara's arms had folded across his broad chest, the lids of his eyes closed he gave (y/n) the impression he was in a deep meditation, until the lids peeled back to meet with (y/n), the same sly and coercive smirk that previously dared her to meet his gaze, it now dared for her to object.

The hand that held onto the fan squeezed around the handle until the wood splintered beneath the pressure, the broken up wood deposited into the palm of her hand she ignored the biting pain it brought.

Madara returned to his meditation like stance, the smirk still lingering when (y/n) was dismissed from the hall, her brothers watching in silence as the calm facade she wore broke down in the doorway, a hand brought to catch the cry that had built within her chest.

Everything (y/n) had hoped and planned for her future was shattered within the room she'd left behind. No longer free to move how she saw fit, she'd been placed under the strings of her soon to be husband, for him to pull and tug at them when ever it pleased him.


	3. Inomorata Inomorato

Night air crisp (y/n) chose not to wander far that evening. Keeping to the shadows of the compound walls the silence that wrapped painfully around the body was broken only by the light rustling of the grass when the hem of the delicate kimono bristled them. Removing the pins that held the intricate design of the bun Azuka arranged, the lightly curled hair flowed down her back, much shorter sections framing (y/n)'s face the sharp edges tickled the jaw line.

The silence that spread through the compound would normally be perceived as an ill omen, the quiet before a storm. That evening (y/n) welcomed it, the lack of noise allowed time for thought, allowed her to unravel the disorganised thoughts that knocked around inside her mind.

Married.

(Y/n) was soon to be married.

Arranged marriages were not at all uncommon, nor was it uncommon to be married for security. It was odd however, to be married into an enemy clan. Of course the union was made in the hope to draw a final line in the bloodshed between their clans, and whom better to offer as a token of peace than the only daughter of the current clan leader. The set up was perfect, and without flaw.

Except for the matter that (y/n) did not want to get married, and certainly not to a man of her enemy clan.

Flicking one of the hair pins between the fingers a flick of the wrist sent the pin in a sharp arc from her hand, the needle like point lodged in the bark of the tree five feet from where she stood a groan rumbled from her.

Would she be expected to stay at home as some trophy wife? Cooking and cleaning whilst patiently waiting on the return of her husband. The idea that she'd be tucked away from the very thing she'd spent more than half her life training for was more upsetting than anything.

A hand rubbing at the dull throb that was starting to build behind the temple eyes were quickly drawn skyward, a sharp screech ripping through the quiet (y/n) threw out an arm, the layers of the kimono substituting for a glove when the beating of wings approached. Sharp pinching of talons the Falcons wings ruffled, her head bobbing in discomfort (y/n) ran the back of her hand down the birds soft breast, soothing the fidgeting bird of prey

_'Ssh Rika_'

Whispering assurance the falcon squawked, wings beating the sharp curve of the beak nipped with urgency at (y/n)'s fingers. It was faint, wings gliding on the still nights air (y/n)'s free arm shot out, catching the larger clawed feet that had clear intention to take grip on Rika's much smaller form.

The larger talons bit the flesh of (y/n)'s arm, blood forcing its way through the thin slither of a gap between talon and skin a hiss of agitation vibrated in (y/n)'s mouth. The unknown falcon clearly domesticated by the way it readjusted the death grip on her arm, head bowing it was accompanied with short and sharp screeches, a calling card for its owner (y/n)'s eyes narrowed in contempt for the Unknown bird, both arms occupied she was left open.

Cursing her misfortune (y/n) focused on the immediate surroundings. Not a single leaf rustled, the branches of the trees still, the grass swayed with the gentle breeze the Falcons brought with them. If anyone was approaching their presence was thoroughly masked.

A sharp click made (y/n) turn, arms still held out to accommodate the birds her sandalled feet slid back across the dry earth.

Meeting with the abyss like eyes (y/n) almost faltered in the defensive stance her body moved into, one arm successfully freed when the foreign bird took flight, answering the call of its master the grand bird flapped to land neatly on the far more prepared arm. A gloved hand brought across to stroke the peregrine falcons breast a smile far warmer than his demeanour permitted spread Madara's mouth, his focus solely on his falcon it gave (y/n) the impression he hadn't noticed her presence.

_'Your arm_'

Voice surprisingly deep it took (y/n) by surprise, a moments delay before focus was taken from the man before her to the injured arm. The neat punctures of the Falcons talons were now flowing freely with blood, the bead like heads that slid down her arm twisting around the limb before collecting at the tips of the fingers.

Using the elbow to force down the sleeve of the kimono (y/n)'s chin jutted out, eyes slipping from Madara when Rika pressed the nib of her beak against her cheek, the soft feathers of her head that still held some of her juvenile colours bristling when (y/n) pressed her nose to the tip of Rika's beak in a gesture of assurance

_'It will heal_'

Responding bluntly (y/n) realised the words were a lie, the wounds were already healed. The edges of the torn skin fusing back together to seal the wound, the warmth her blood brought chilled in the evening air she could feel it drying against the skin. It was a skill (y/n) possessed from birth apparently, Azuka had told her as much. Any knick or graze, cuts and scrapes (y/n) collected would heal moments later, her father guessed it was some form of Kekkei Genkai passed down from her mother, as Hashirama was able to heal his own body too.

Wrapped in thought (y/n) nearly missed the slow approach Madara made, personal space seemingly forgotten (y/n) was forced to tip back her head to level their gaze. Retreating from the close proximity was an option, but (y/n) did not want to give Madara the impression his presence intimidated her.

Flicking back and forth between the one clearly visible eye, and the one hidden beneath the thick fringe (y/n) noted that, although his hair spiked at the edges, it was far from messy. The deep black on closer inspection also held a blue tint, the length almost equal to that of her own, her own hair possibly an inch or two longer.

'_Your face is far too open_'

Bringing attention to the matter that (y/n) was quite openly checking his person out she returned to focusing on the lone eye that he held upon her, Rika ruffling her feathers when Madara's own falcon snapped its beak at her, head cocked and inspecting Rika a thought became a painful truth.

_'Keep that thing locked up' _

Hand jabbing at the male peregrine perched on Madara's arm (y/n) moved the arm that held Rika away. Rika was freshly out of her juvenile period, which meant she was also ready for her first season, and peregrines were known for their monogamy when it came down to breeding.

(y/n) did not want Rika to pair with Madara's falcon, the irony in their potential pairings was a little too much to handle in that moment.

_'I will decide that' _

Returning with an equal measure of displeasure at the idea their Falcons were showing interest in one another Madara stepped back, a gentle movement of his arm sending the falcon skyward once more (y/n) watched him circle above them, the mating ritual of aerial displays put into motion Rika gave (y/n) a moment of pride when she angled away her head, wings spread they beat gently before she raised from (y/n)'s arm, gliding low until a sharp arc took her skyward.

_'It's often said that pets will imitate the attitude of their owners'  
><em>  
>Speaking with a tinge of mocking (yn) halted the smile that threatened to split her mouth wide on realising what she'd implied with her comment. Madara's expression answering what (y/n) suspected it would be, his falcon was most certainly acting independently of Madara in its mating display.

Alone in the small clearing it led (y/n) to question whether their Falcons appearance was coincidence, or whether Madara played a hand in their meeting. They were completely alone, no others to interrupt or make them act in accordance to how they wished. In the small clearing meagrely lit by the thin slithers of moonlight that broke through they could be honest in their opinions of their soon to be wedding. Within reason (y/n) could express her discontent at the idea, of course she'd be cautious not to cause insult that could potentially send all of her fathers hard work up in flames

_'Why did you agree to it?'  
><em>  
>The question slipped out with suspicion, nothing about the situation sat right with (yn), and not just because she had no say in the matter, something about the whole arrangement unsettled her for reasons yet unknown.

Arms crossed over the broad chest Madara stared upon her for a long while, face not holding even a hint to what he was possibly thinking (y/n) was close to pushing him for an answer when he moved suddenly. A gloved hand sliding beneath her chin his thumb pressed into the dip between the bottom lip and the gentle curve of her chin, face looming no less than an inch from her own Madara forced her to angle her neck, tipping her mouth closer to his own.

Under no illusion that Madara was about to make some romantic gesture, the tips of the fingers of one hand was brought to press against the pulse being carried through his throat. The action bringing out a smile of a hidden source Madara pressed into her fingertips, their faces close enough that their mouths brushed lightly

'_There is no woman I can call my equal, that I could have at my side with a sense of pride. So I have been forced to take something inferior as a bride'  
><em>  
>Words tickling across her mouth the heat of his breath intermingled with her own, the insult delivered like a verbal slap (yn) reacted the only way she knew how. Fingers still held to his throat (y/n) thought better of the action, in the split second change of mind she refocused the chakra's path from her arm, forcing it down her body and into her legs and feet.

The dry earth rumbled beneath their bodies, the earth cracking under the density of the chakra release they dropped into the crater (y/n) created, bodies separating they landed on opposite sides of the crater, eyes narrowed and focused on the other the tension that built in a few short seconds between them was quelled by the rapid approach of guards

_'Hime-sama?'  
><em>  
>The edge of the clearing Madara and (yn) were in was surrounded, wary and questioning eyes keeping watch on the pair still fixed in a heated staring contest, it fell to (y/n) once more to break eye contact. Stepping into the deep crater she'd made only moments before she cleared the distance between Madara and herself in a few quick strides, his stance having relaxed in that she would not act upon her anger his arms were once more across his chest.

_'If it were not for the fact there are those who desire peace between our clans, I would happily take my own life, rather than suffer the embarrassment of becoming your wife' _

Whispering the retaliation (y/n) did not linger for the reaction, the arrival of Tajima, and who (y/n) could only guess was Madara's only remaining brother she allowed the guards to usher her away, a polite smile given to the men who she would soon have to consider family (y/n) vacated the clearing with a heavy heart.


	4. Volumus

The evenings excitement over (y/n) was escorted back to the main building, the stern face of her father greeting her at the foot of the stairs (y/n) expected some form of scolding. Instead he sent her to bed, two of the guards who'd returned with her ordered to take post outside her bedroom. It appeared Butsuma feared the exchange between Madara and herself may have stoked the Uchiha clan, a silent fear that one or two may decide to retaliate for the insult delivered to the eldest child of their clan leader, Butsuma did not want to take any chances.

Though reluctant (y/n) did not argue, exhausted by the day's events the prospect of sleep was welcomed. Taking the lead in the short walk to her bedroom the sandals were slipped from her feet, the polished wood smooth beneath her feet their cold wood refreshed the tired skin of the soles of her feet.

_'Good night' _

Murmuring her departure on reaching the sliding panel of her bedroom (y/n) watched in silence as the two men took post either side of the door, their backs rigid and bodies alert (y/n) couldn't help the smile that lightened her sour expression

_'Good night Hime-Sama' _

Sighing quietly (y/n) dropped the sandals just inside the door, hands free to undo the obi the layers of the kimono were discarded on the slow walk to the prepared futon. Body sinking into the comfort of the blankets an arm was thrown over tired eyes, mentally exhausted by the day's events (y/n) lulled into a deep slumber.

**_The night air was cold, breeze tainted with the metallic essence of blood the quiet erupted into a furious chorus of voices. Stained hands shaking, a set of dark eyes burned with unspoken anger..._**

_'Hime-sama, wake up!' _

Body shooting up from the futon a strangled breath bubbled within (y/n)'s throat, body slick with a cold sweat panting breaths heaved the bare chest.

_'Hime-sama, calm yourself. You're awake now' _

Firm but still gentle Azuka's voice broke through (y/n)'s panicked state, eyes wide and staring when a cold flannel dabbed at the sweat coated forehead, breaths slowly drawn in and out the trembling stilled. Hand grappling to bring the sheet back to cover her modesty (y/n) allowed Azuka to settle her back against the pillows, the heavy aroma of chamomile wafting beneath her nose (y/n)'s head rolled to where Azuka was busy pouring tea.

_'Another vision?' _

Blinking slowly (y/n) turned away, focusing on the swirling patterns of the tapestry that hung on the wall the tip of her tongue ran a course over the dried out skin of her mouth. It felt real, she could feel the coolness in the air, the anger in the voices almost choking her, it was not possible to dismiss it as a bad dream, it was too vivid, to real.

_'Someone is going to die' _

Croaking out the warning the vision delivered (y/n)'s body ached as if she'd been involved in an intense sparring session throughout the vision. Raising an arm lazily when Azuka offered the tea a pause came when both women viewed the arm. In the rush to get to sleep (y/n) forgot to wash the dried blood from her arm, Azuka's face twisting into a concerned frown (y/n) hid the arm beneath the sheets  
><em><br>'I wasn't wearing my glove last night when Rika landed on my arm' _

Feeling compelled to cover for the injury Madara's falcon inflicted (y/n) hoped Azuka would take the lie on face value and not question it further. The pursed lips of the older woman showed that she wanted to question the matter, but thought better of it, instead offering the tea.

Sitting back in the comfort of the pillows (y/n) watched Azuka move around the room collecting the layers of discarded kimono a pause came when the stained sleeve entered the older woman's hands. Eyes scrutinising the stained fabric it was soon rolled around Azuka's arm, body turning to peer at where (y/n) was still settled within the futon

_'Did your vision tell you whom is to die?'_

Speaking softly of the ill omen Azuka turned away when (y/n) set down the tea cup, a hand reaching for the robe lying in wait to shroud her bare body (y/n) slowly pulled it on her sweat stained skin. It was impossible to tell who was set to die, the images within the premonition fragmented and distorted she could not tell in which order the events would play out, all she knew is that someone would die.

_'I don't know, it wasn't very clear' _

Hearing the sharp inhale of air (y/n) turned to where Azuka was clutching at her chest, both women well aware that if the visions were smooth and clear, the future event could be stopped. The broken and distorted ones, were those that she was left with no other choice but to let them happen.  
><em><br>'You should bathe Hime-Sama' _

With little more that could be said (y/n) gave an incline of her head, the chance to bathe would give her time to relax before the day's events, there was no doubt in that her father would speak with her about the previous evenings shenanigans. It was better if (y/n) was refreshed before entering the conversation, with the vision still weighing heavily on her mind she felt like a ball of anxiety and anger, ready to burst at any given moment.

Stubbornly refusing Azuka's insistence that she be dressed formally for that mornings breakfast (y/n) was relieved at being allowed to wear her more usual attire, nerves still wired from the vision she felt the need to be within her comfort zone, even with Azuka's relenting on the matter of her clothes, she still pushed for (y/n) to apply a light layer of foundation. The premonitions were taxing upon (y/n)'s body, and almost always left her with a sickly image. Skin pale to the point of almost being translucent deep shadows circled both eyes, giving the image they were far more sunken into the skull.

(y/n) hoped that the less than flattering imagery she would be at the table would make Tajima reconsider allowing the marriage to go ahead. After all, who would desire a woman who at any given moment could go from being fresh faced and spritely, to looking as though they were ready to climb into their own coffin.

Having shaken Azuka off (y/n) entered the large, yet still cosy room that had been set up for breakfast, the rectangle table already laid and the seating pillows in place (y/n) offered a lazy greeting, her place taken between Hashirama and Tobirama she could feel all six pairs of eyes upon her.  
><em><br>'You're rather haggard on closer inspection'_

The voice that piped up was not one (y/n) recognised, the remark recieved with a mixture of embarrassment and surprise (y/n) lacked the energy required to make a snarky response, shoulders rolling with the lethargy that still gripped her body  
><em><br>'You have such a charming way with women' _

Speaking from the left Tobirama's arms were folded firmly across his chest, eyes fixed on the male seated opposite the two men locked eyes with one another, the tension between the two almost palpable and forcing (y/n) to gaze across the table.

Gliding over the younger male (y/n)'s attention was drawn to the aged Tajima, his lined face creased in thought (y/n) froze at the sudden palpation in her chest, the simple sliding doors behind the Uchiha clan leader slowly bleeding away, dripping onto the floor to make way for a darkened night sky.

**_The terrain unfamiliar to (y/n) a hand gripped the table edge at the rush of a second palpation, Tajima's form illuminated by the burning torches his face became pale, a thin stream of red running from the edges of his mouth both hands were pressed over a dark and dampened patch on his clothes _**

Teeth gritting against the searing pain that bounced temple to temple (y/n)'s hands raised of their own accord, drifting into her sights a startled yelp parted her when they appeared to be stained with blood.

_'(y/n)?!' _

The startled shout of Hashirama was the last (y/n) heard before her eyes were blinded by a thick and heavy darkness, body swaying (y/n) knew she was falling into unciousness.


	5. Semblance

Feeling as though she was suspended in mid air the throbbing within the chest cavity was slow, the rush of blood entering and leaving the lethargic muscle resounded in both ears, reminding (y/n) of water rushing on to a sandy shore, before being dragged back by the current.

**_'Was this your plan all along' _**

The ire in which the words were delivered seized hold of her heart, holding it in an iron grip (y/n) felt the blood rush out of her limbs before a painful thump released the heart from its frozen state, sending out a rush of adrenaline in its panic.

Body lurching upwards (y/n)'s chest hit upon another, a breath drawn in like she'd been submerged underwater a larger than normal flow of chakra surged through her, forcing her to disperse it unevenly via her hands and feet a groan of complaint sounded from the wooden boards beneath, the glass in the windows screaming before they shattered under the pressure

_'Hime-Sama!' _

Almost in a fit of hysteria (y/n) clung to the body that held her, fingers biting into the strong arms that held her. It took a while for (y/n) to realise that she was crying, the skin beneath the eyes damp, and mouth hanging open in a silent scream

_'Sssh Hime-Sama. You're safe' _

The gentle hushing of Azuka's voice broke through the static in the ear canals, the temporary blindness brought on by the vision slipped away slowly, drawn back like a set of curtains it allowed the mid-morning light to filter through, touching upon the irises and forcing (y/n) into a squint.

Eyelids fluttering slowly in the adjustment to the light (y/n)'s hands searched the arms that held her, squeezing lightly at the muscular structure of each of them she went under the assumption that either Tobirama or Hashirama had caught her before she fell, but once both eyes were able to focus she discovered her assumption was very misled.

From the angle they were sat within it appeared (y/n) had fallen straight forward, somehow missing the table and landing straight in the lap of Madara.

Hands withdrawn from where they clung to Madara's arms they lingered in midair before lowering,

_'Care to explain what that was?'_

The dry tone of Tajima broke (y/n) out of her paralysed state, the humiliation of not only passing out, but nose diving across the table and into her 'fiances' lap kept her body in a rigid hold until Tajima spoke up. With slow and unsteady movements resembling that of a newborn foal (y/n) recieved no assistance from Madara to remove herself from his lap, instead his mouth held a mocking sneer, arms withdrawn from where they'd been around her back to rest upon his thighs.

_'Hime-Sama possesses a rather unique gift Tajima-Sama' _

Azuka spoke up in replacement of Butsuma, back straight and head held in a slight bow the aged hands rested on her folded knees, the deep amber eyes she possessed meeting head on with the Uchiha clan leader when he returned her words with a skeptical look

_'And what would that be?'_

A hint of a smile curved the aged womans mouth, the sharp point of her chin pointing upwards and almost giving the impression that she was looking down upon Tajima  
><em><br>'Visions of future events, both of which she can manipulate and those that she can not'_

The explanation brought forward a silence (y/n) had never experienced before, it was weighted with doubt and something potentially akin to fear, but more prominently (y/n) sensed a deceptiveness filtering through the silence, born of the intention to use her supposed gift to their advantage.

Finally free of Madara's lap Tobirama extended a helping hand, an arm round her waist to keep (y/n) upright and bring her to where she'd been seated previously a quiet and slightly jeering laugh tipped from Azuka's mouth  
><em><br>'Don't be mislead in that (y/n)'s ability will aid you and your clan to untold glories or victories. Your fantasies of such things are mislead by your lacking knowledge of her ability. There is no way to control, or even a way to tell when she will have one' _

Azuka's words suggested that it had not only been (y/n) who picked up on the idea that she could be used to benefit their clan in someway a side glance, and a smile were exchanged between the two women.

_'I think it is you who is mislead about our intentions' _

Speaking up from Tajima's side the male (y/n) assumed to be Madara's younger brother met Azuka with a steely gaze, the older woman still holding the faintest of smiles her head bowed  
><em><br>'Apologies young man, it may be my age taking a toll on my perception' _

Words delivered with a not so subtle double meaning Azuka sat upright, turning to face Butsuma who still remained in silence, hands gripping to both knees the lines in his face appeared deeper in the low sunlight that cast shadows across him

_'I intended to speak with you about this matter today, I did not expect for this to happen however' _

A pause came when Butsuma's gaze wandered over to where Hashirama was trying to baby (y/n), the tea poured for her by Tobirama in Hashirama's hands instead of her own the siblings bickered with their expressions alone  
><em><br>'(y/n) has never experienced one whilst she was awake. This is a first for all of us' _

Clearing up the matter Butsuma turned to Tajima, the two mens faces taut with tension a silent nod between them both they got to their feet slowly

_'I shall explain in full detail' _

With Azuka close behind Butsuma and Tajima departed the room, words low and almost whispered it struck (y/n) as odd. Both men were enemies until a few months prior, yet the way in which they moved along with each other with ease, no signs of being on edge or even showing caution surprised (y/n). Either the two men held a great deal of respect for each other, or they both were up to something.

_'Hashirama she isn't a child' _

Speaking over her head (y/n) sighed quietly, the tea cup once more waving in her face a hand blocked it, the warm liquid slopping from one side to the other Hashirama's face dropped, entering him into an almost depressive like state

_'Stop that!' _

Tobirama displayed his rarely seen childishness, face tangling into a confused sulk at Hashirama's rapid change in mood (y/n) raised both hands, the palms slapped to both of her brothers face to quell their petty arguing

_'You're embarrassing me. Stop it'_

Speaking of the matter that the Senju trio were not alone (y/n)'s head inclined to where Madara and his brother were watching the debacle, Madara wearing the faintest amount of amusement at what was unfolding

_'We are embarrassing you?' _

Tobirama piped up, the hand pushed away to reveal an incredulous stare, Hashirama having evolved out of his depressive state appeared to be in agreement with his brother

_'Coming from the girl who recently nose dived across the table?' _

Adding in his own thoughts on the matter Hashirama released a barking laugh when (y/n) used a hand to cover the colour that flushed across her face, a hand clapping down on her shoulder it misplaced (y/n)'s balance and sent her falling into Hashirama's side  
><em><br>'You haven't changed a bit Hashirama'_

The unexpected injection to the conversation from Madara allowed (y/n) to correct her posture when Hashirama removed his arm, a moment of silence ensuing before a smile turned up the corners of his mouth

_'I guess the same can be said of you'_

Watching the two enter a conversation (y/n) felt misplaced by the warmth in which Madara displayed for Hashirama, going so far as to reveal a genuine smile it led (y/n) to lean in towards Tobirama, a hand cupping over the mouth as he leant down to listen  
><em><br>'I think those two would be better off getting married'_

Offering her thoughts Tobirama's mouth pinched at the centre, unclear whether he wanted to laugh or agree (y/n)'s shoulders gave a weak shrug before correcting herself, eyes lingering on the smiling Madara before switching to the male at his side.

Still (y/n) held no clue to the males name, but by the way in which he was staring at Tobirama it was clear that the relationship between them was not as it was between their older siblings. Feeling like the third wheel (y/n) made ready to leave, feet still unsteady a hand was placed to Tobirama's shoulder to aid herself.

Moving around the edge of the room so as not to attract attention (y/n) quietly slid back the door, stepping out into the cooler hallway a deep inhale was taken, having two visions in less than day exhausted her body, not only that but she'd experienced one whilst awake.

Perturbed (y/n) hesitated at the steps that lead into the courtyard, the slow approach of footsteps from behind making her turn slowly, she stared blankly at the male, his dark eyes fixed upon her with unprovoked loathing  
><em><br>'What did you see'_

The demand made quietly (y/n) narrowed her eyes, it was clear Madara's brother did not want to summon the attention of their siblings, to risk interruption in the conversation he planned to have with (y/n), that alone made her uncomfortable in his presence, as she was in no condition to defend herself should their exchange become heated  
><em><br>'I'm not sure, it was distorted' _

Lying with an air of confidence (y/n) held the burning gaze, the males mouth twisting in displeasure it opened, but snapped shut just as quickly

_'Izuna?'_

Answering to the name the male turned towards Madara, her own brother lingering just behind (y/n)'s stomach gave a rough lurch when Izuna spoke to his brother  
><em><br>'She's lying about her so called vision brother' _

With the words thrown out attention was thrown once more upon her, shoulders rigid (y/n) turned to where Izuna was standing, a mildly smug expression worn when not only Madara, but Hashirama too, held her in a pernicious stare.  
><em><br>'I saw Tajima's death' _

Unable to remain silent when her character was put under questioning, and silent judging she blurted the contents of her premonition to the Uchiha siblings, Izuna being more open in his shock, Madara's face remained still, like he was frozen in place

_'Someone intends to kill him, but I don't know who' _

Voice losing it's confident edge (y/n) turned away, a hand held out to support her aching body against the railing she gazed upon the pale skin. In the vision both her hands were stained, and she'd been the only one with Tajima, the first of the visions was unclear meaning she did not have the full details to enact a change in the outcome of the events. However, on seeing Tajima something triggered the second vision, allowing her a clearer view of what was to happen, yet the fact she was awake when she recieved it, made her question the authenticity of it.


	6. Disparage

Caught in a tempestuous stare the tongue fidgeted in the confines of her mouth, the muscle drying out in the build up of nerves (y/n) desired a glass of water to refresh the orifice, however the steel eyed look of her father kept her firm in place.

Eyes brimming with the ire his words did not portray Tajima sat opposite (y/n), mouth forming a thin line it gave her the vague impression that he was trying to force an admission that the vision was a lie from her.

Though Tajima succeeded in making her uncomfortable, it would not change the contents of the vision, nor would it change her testimony that everything she'd told Tajima, Madara and her father was the truth as far as the vision had foretold.

Tajima's death was imminent, it was simply a matter of how, when and who.

In regards to the matter of who (y/n) remained tight lipped of her own appearance in the vision, the stained and bloodied hands could very well be an admittance of guilt, or merely that she would attempt to stem the flow of Tajima's injuries. However without validation to either, (y/n) came to the conclusion that it was best not to speak of it.

_'Is there anything else you can tell us?' _

Tajima spoke in a careful and controlled tone, able to keep his displeasure of the news at bay it would have been considered an admirable trait, if not for the matter he was in a place and situation where he was forced to be calm. Index finger and thumb tugging at the lower lip (y/n) sat back, eyes closing to cut the room from view it allowed her to examine the scene she'd witnessed that morning more clearly, the images flickering back to life without the intrusion of everyone presents conflicted emotions towards her

_'The surroundings were unfamiliar. Wherever it is to take place, I have never been before' _

Answering as best she could both eyes fidgeted within their sockets, mentally blotting out Tajima's image to throw focus on his backdrop, to search out anything that could be considered a landmark a pause came when she settled on an old tree, it's trunk split almost all the way through one half hung down towards the earth, it's dead branches scraping at the dirt.

_'There is a tree in the background, it's split almost in two' _

Opening her eyes once more to be met with an incredulous stare (y/n) turned attention to Madara, eye narrowed and yet hiding whatever he was potentially thinking. Though nothing was openly said nor expressed (y/n) could sense the description of the tree rung relevant with Tajima and his son, their rapid exchange of silent glances speaking words their mouths did not form

_'There is a tree like the one you described at our home' _

Madara spoke in place of his father, head straight the mass of hair hid his face from (y/n)'s view, not that it would have made a difference, as with his emotionally vague tone that was almost a twin to his face, the man was close to impossible to read. In the few occasions they'd met it'd become painfully clear that Madara was a man that would only give an insight to how he felt when it suited his needs. Thus far it led (y/n) to deduce he was arrogant, egotistical and confident in his self and his abilities. A rather undesirable mixture in (y/n)'s opinion, not that it apparently mattered, as unless there was a rapid turnabout, she was stuck with the man until one of them died.

_'Is there a reason that you're staring?' _

The question snapped (y/n) out of her thoughts, eyes darting from where they'd been intently focused on Madara's form they came to rest on the floor  
><em><br>'Arrogant little man'_

_'Pardon?!'_

_'Are you deaf as well as-'_

_'(y/n)!'_

The almost booming reprimand that leapt from her father made (y/n) reposition herself, arms folded her head was thrown to the side in a mixture of anger, and sulking.  
><em><br>'Now is not the time to be acting like an impudent child' _

The words stinging (y/n)'s arms folded tighter, the clenching of both hands hidden beneath the arms her tongue flicked rapidly around her mouth.

_'Stop sulking (y/n). You're embarrassing me'_

Butsuma's accompanying statement made (y/n) flinch, chin dipping against her chest the teeth clamped down on her cheeks. Of course (y/n) caught the underlying meaning, what her father was meant to say was that (y/n) was an embarrassment to him in general.

Mouth opening it closed rapidly, trapping the tip of the tongue to halt the words daring to part from her in an act of spite. However it did not stop her body moving, muscles tired and still aching from the remnants of the vision the hands pressed against the knees, hauling her weighted body up she made to vacate the room  
><em><br>'I have nothing more that I can tell you. Send Azuka if you have need of me' _

Placing each foot firmly in front of the other a twitching hand slammed the sliding panel back, allowing entry to the afternoon sun it temporarily blinded (y/n), head bowing in search of shade she was given a split second to react.

A sharp screeching and beating of wings invaded her personal space, the clawed feet hooked in preparation for landing (y/n) offered out her forearm, the large peregrine accepting the perch it once more pierced the skin of her arm, almost reopening the old wounds it inflicted upon their first meeting

_'You need to teach your bird more thoroughly' _

A rough shake of the arm dislodged the falcon from (y/n)'s arm, sending it toward the man staring with what appeared wounded pride a short snort answered her, his own arm out to welcome his falcon (y/n) cursed the Falcons existence, the attempt to depart the room without making a further fool of herself, the hope was dashed at the arrival of the bird that was quickly becoming a bane to her life.

With back to the door (y/n) failed to see the second arrival, talons gripping at the shoulder her owns hands clawed at the sudden pain that spilled down the shoulder and across her collarbone, teeth clenched in what (y/n) could imagine to be an unladylike and rather unattractive way. The pain flaring through both arm and shoulder was subsided on realising Rika and her male counterpart were squawking and screeching at each other, bodies extended their wings ruffled as the pair hopped and flexed their clawed feet.

Had it not been for the heat of humiliation that warmed her face (y/n) would of found the bitter exchange of the Falcons entertaining, though it appeared Madara was far more discontent with the display than she was. Watching his falcon with a furtiveness unlike any she'd witnessed before Madara stood, the muscles in the arm that held the bird flexing (y/n) was forced aside with his abrupt departure from the room, his broad back openly tense both Rika and (y/n)'s heads cocked to the side, watching the man slip around the corner and out of view a clearing of throats brought (y/n)'s attention back into the room.

Expecting to view the two men in irritation (y/n) found quite the opposite. Both were relaxed, an exchange of half smiles and glances Tajima sighed slowly, her own father trying to hide a laugh his shoulders shook slightly

_'What?!' _

Forgetting to whom she was speaking (y/n) snapped, shaking Rika from the shoulder and down to her arm.

_'I think it is time we discussed the matter of the wedding' _

Hearing a far softer, and almost warm tone from Tajima a foot slid back across the wooden boards, brow creasing at the unexpected change in his attitude. No more than an hour before (y/n) warned him of his impending death, and now he wished to discuss a wedding?

_'Hime-sama, your face is far too open' _

Finding Tajima watching out the corner of his eye (y/n) turned her head quickly, for what must of been the umpteenth time she'd been called out on her open expressions. It almost felt like someone was prying into her mind, moving about in places nobody was permitted to be

_'There is nothing more that can be done in regards to my apparent death, and until the time comes I will not be walking around in fear of my life. For that matter, and from what you have told us, it is to take place at the home of the Uchiha. Here I am quite safe, so I shall take advantage of it' _

There was a calmness in Tajima that put (y/n)'s mind at ease, he was openly accepting of his fate, embracing it. The matter of his death would not interfere with the plans to tighten the Uchiha and Senju clans alliance.

A quick nod of the head from Butsuma gave (y/n) her cue to leave, a polite bow given to the two men (y/n) slid the panel back in place, somehow calmed by the chaos that ensued in the meeting it had allowed the frustration that built within her to be released in a far more controlled manner.

A nip to the forearm (y/n) flicked her eyes upon Rika, eyes wide and intrusive (y/n) turned away. A gentle click of the tongue reprimanding the falcon, and ready to tell her feathered friend off she delayed. Head snapping up (y/n) found the source of her unease lingering at the edge of one of the Sakura blossoms, focused with a palpable hatred another click of the tongue sounded

_'Tobirama should of driven you through when he had the chance' _

Referencing in a low whisper the last battle between the Senju and Uchiha, Tobirama had been presented an opening to cut down Izuna, but for reasons still unknown to her, he'd passed the opportunity by, allowing the young Uchiha to almost stalk around their compound. The young male having kept distance from the meetings and social events that they were all expected to participate in it planted suspicion within (y/n) about his intentions.

In a blink Izuna was gone, not only in sight but in presence. Eyes flitting around the courtyard it was evident that she was alone, the gentle ripples the koi carps made in their ponds intermingled with the gentle sway of the flowers and surrounding trees. In Izuna's absence the courtyard was returned to its calm and soothing atmosphere, the dark and almost malignant cloud Izuna had brought with him swept away, it did not allow the hairs standing to attention on the back of her neck and arms to rest. Fingers overtaken with an unnatural cold, they wiggled slowly, the tingling within them giving reassurance to her wary state.

Unlike Madara, Izuna left (y/n) with a bitter taste in the mouth.  
><em><br>'I'm not the only one then'_

The deep tone of Tobirama broke up (y/n)'s thoughts, tall frame lingering behind her own much shorter one a hum of agreement was given, head angled to bring Tobirama within her sights a question lingered between them

_'I didn't agree to any of this. Father's plans to bring our clans together were that of his own and a few of the older clan members. By the time it was brought to our attention, it was already decided' _

Answering what had been playing on (y/n)'s mind since it was announced that she would be married off into the Uchiha clan a finger stroked across her mouth, the tension Izuna brought bleeding out and allowing her to assume a relaxed form (y/n) turned away from Tobirama, a slow walk started he fell into step with her

_'I can't be the only one to see that something isn't right?' _

Speaking on her doubts Tobirama huffed at her side, a hand raised and pointed at nothing in particular

_'I think we're the only ones who can see it. What I want to know, is how and when the talks about this union were undertaken, I don't see father just extending a white flag, but neither can I see the Uchiha doing the same' _

Hand back against his side a deep breath puffed out his chest, eyes down cast and narrowed Tobirama paused in his stride (y/n) having fallen slightly behind she was forced to step around him to witness what made Tobirama stop.

Caught in a huddle of women the strong chin was jutted out, arms stiff across the chest as the women swooned and fawned over him  
><em><br>'Who would of thought, Madara Uchiha. The lady killer' _

Bitterness ringing the words a brow curved upwards when the maids caught wind of the Senju siblings, heads bowing it was accompanied with a string of apologies  
><em><br>'Please forgive us hime-sama' _

Momiji's words did not tally with the sly tone, nor with the deliberate rise in her eyebrows.

_'We were merely seeing to Madara-sama's well being' _

Hand raised it flicked back the deep chestnut hair that was carefully and if not elaborately decorated, the well pronounced chest Momiji possessed thrown forward like it was intended to be displayed she rolled the large jade ring around the wedding finger, almost like it would keep (y/n) from acting in an untoward manner.

It was well known that Momiji held a position of power and influence being the much younger wife of the man Butsuma kept in his favour, consulting him with almost every decision made for their clan. There was a great deal of respect that came with such a position, and to insult Momiji was to insult her husband and Butsuma himself.

That unspoken rule did not apply for (y/n), though it was known her father wished she'd been a son, she was still his daughter. It was not often (y/n) would pull rank on her fellow clansmen, but Momiji was a rare exception she'd waited to be presented with a chance to do so

_'Attending to the needs of men is your specialty isn't it Momiji' _

One cheek pushed out with the tongue Momiji paused in fiddling with the wedding ring, eyebrows brought down with the narrowing of the eyes (y/n) gave the woman a brief smile

_'Did father ask for you to extend your services to the Uchiha? Or are you acting on your own benefit to sweeten the deal?' _

With lips pursed (y/n) appeared to have achieved something of a rarity. Momiji's silence. A flaring of the nostrils Momiji whipped round on her heels, spine usually poker straight the shoulders appeared to sag on her retreat, the women who followed Momiji exchanging their surprise in silence a sharp whistle sounded. Taking her cue Rika left (y/n)'s arm, gliding low over the group of women Rika's claws clipped the elaborate pins on Momiji's head, displacing them a screech of protest ripped from Momiji, hands flailing to bat Rika away

_'I've waited a long time to do that' _

Speaking of her appreciation of the moment a satisfied hum vibrated within (y/n)'s mouth, Tobirama's own giving an ugly twist she responded with a small wave of the hand.

_'Jealous were we?' _

The mocking words brought (y/n) to face the original source of the incident, Madara's head tilted back, a half smile upon his mouth (y/n) scoffed lightly at the suggestion that she was jealous.

_'I would have to feel something more than deeply rooted pity to be jealous over you. Besides, Momiji is known to go after anything with money, her attention to you is more of an insult than a compliment' _

Hand pressed to her chest (y/n) watched Madara tense, mouth down turned it was clear that Madara disliked any insult to his pride, his confidence almost unshakeable (y/n) took note that his disapproval of her comment vanished as swiftly as it appeared.

Though he did not take jabs at his pride well, he appeared not to dwell on them either.

_'I can see why your father views you as an embarrassment' _

Words cutting (y/n) flinched, a hand pressing against the tightening muscles of her stomach she felt her lungs constrict.

_'Madara!'_

The angry rumbling of Tobirama brought (y/n)'s sights back into focus, edges blurred she swung round on the heel of a foot, a hand grappling for Tobirama's arm she dragged him back from his advancement on Madara  
><em><br>'Leave it Tobirama' _

Mumbling in a shaky breath (y/n) practically pulled her brother back into the main building, the tension within her body releasing once Madara was out of her sight a fierce bite to the bottom lip kept the sobs that had built in her chest from breaking out.

Even if Madara was right in that Butsuma disliked having a daughter, she refused to allow the man to reduce her to tears.

_'Let's find Hashirama' _

Releasing hold on Tobirama's arm (y/n) ignored the almost pained sigh he released, his slow plodding steps echoing in the halls as she almost stomped her way ahead.


	7. Venerem

Dinner was normally shared with Hashirama and Tobirama, on occasion the Senju siblings would be graced with the presence of their father, but not often.

Fingers bunching the delicate silk of the kimono both shoulders tensed, head bowed (y/n)'s eyes closed on realising the conniving Azuka set her up. Dinner arrangements clearly changed the small and suddenly a little too cosy room was not shared with her brothers, but with an equally displeased male a few years her senior

_'I had no say in this' _

Feeling the need to defend herself beneath the emotionless eyes her hands released the kimono, folding neatly at the table edge the tip of a finger brushed the smooth china bowl that held what appeared to be sweet rice. The steam wafting a sugary scent that held a bitter edge, it made (y/n)'s nose wrinkle.

_'I didn't think that you did. This would require forethought' _

Tone digging at (y/n)'s apparent lacking intellect she refrained from huffing and puffing, acting like a spoilt child was not going to improve the image Madara already had of her.

Thus far she'd proven she was quick to sulk, flare up at the slightest insult and easily wounded on a single mention of the fragile relationship with her father. Madara could easily push at her buttons to get a reaction, and yet all (y/n) knew was that Madara did not take a jibe at his pride too well, but he handled it far better than she.

Chopsticks in hand (y/n) smiled, eyes half lidded so as not to view the faint smugness that Madara wore like daily make up the tips of the chopsticks hovered over the rice. Swallowing down the excessive saliva that had built since entering the room (y/n)'s thighs rubbed against one another lightly, feet wiggling beneath her rear a slow breath was exhaled

The scent in the room was heavy when she'd entered, but over time it had dispersed, leaving a warm and delicate scent within the room. Slow at first (y/n) deduced the heat building in her abdomen was from the unexpected dinner arrangements, but overtime the sensation became warmer, spreading down between her legs and spreading across the thighs.

The sensation was unfamiliar, it frightened (y/n) just as much as it brought an unknown excitement.

Sucking on her bottom lip (y/n)'s attention was drawn to Madara, the invitation to eat given he was already making a steady pace through his own meal, the gloved hands holding the chopsticks in a strangely handsome manner (y/n)'s arm was quickly propped upon the table, the hand covering her mouth when a new wave of heat broke out, a tingling sensation following.

The action brought Madara's attention upon her, a brow lifting the lone eye seemed to zigzag across her face and body, a wrinkle forming in his brow

_'You're staring at me like an animal in-' _

Following the movement of Madara's mouth (y/n) noted they were fairly thin, straight even with little definition to them. Tongue wetting her own mouth (y/n)'s hips rolled with a slight agitation, the sensation building to a point of discomfort a hand was placed upon the table, her rice bowl knocked aside, body following a hand reached for Madara's throat

Madara must have guessed that (y/n) was not moving toward him threateningly, his only reaction to the sudden lunge she made across the table was a slight narrowing of his eye.

With unsourced desire (y/n)'s mouth hit her intended target, unresponsive at first Madara eventually settled into the rhythm (y/n) set, hands slid around his neck each thumb brushed along the sharp angles of his jaw. Legs spread wide so that her lower body lingered over his own (y/n)'s hips rolled, a hand pressing into the curve of her back to bring their bodies closer a breath hitched in (y/n)'s throat when the heat that'd been building intensified.

Apparently heeding the need for more than what was being done a hand removed one of (y/n)'s throwing the appendage above the head the arm that held her tipped (y/n), back hitting the wooden floor a coolness touched at her exposed legs, though the welcome chill was quickly replaced by body heat, a hand gripping the underside of one thigh Madara pushed the leg up so that the knee brushed against her chest

With one arm placed beside (y/n)'s head Madara's hair fell across his shoulders, the surprisingly soft strands bristling across the partially exposed chest, her kimono having come undone when Madara tipped her, a show of some experience in that the obi was undone before she'd even hit the floor.

Head tilting back to further expose her neck when Madara set upon it a hand skimmed up his shoulder, the taut muscle flexing beneath the hand she gripped at the fabric that kept his body from view, eyes open yet hazy they swivelled within the sockets until something in the corner of the room caught (y/n)'s interest, Madara's mouth having travelled from neck to clavicle, he was nearing upon her breast, the sensitive skin responding to the damp warmth another breath was caught in her throat, hips moving against his own, a moment of clarity hit

Blinking through the lust induced haze (y/n) focused on the pink and purple flower arrangement in the corner of the room, their petals caught within the light their colours complimenting each other and the subtle decor of the room.

Orchids and Passion flowers.

Head buzzing (y/n) gave them no more thought, the movement of fabric brushing against her thighs her hands found Madara's neck, the heavy set fringe that covered one eye lifting away from his face their eyes finally met, his own much darker set seemed brighter somehow, a silent question of whether (y/n) wanted him to continue lingering on his ridiculously handsome face (y/n) pulled herself up, their mouths locked in a heated exchange Madara's hold on her thigh tightened, a whimpering moan caught by his mouth their bodies moved in tandem.

Skin becoming damp in the heat of the exchange (y/n) sucked in her bottom lip, chewing on the soft flesh in the moments that her mouth was not partnered with Madara's a hand gripped tightly to one of his biceps, the fingers pinching lightly at the skin to bring his attention to the slow approach of voices. Eyes lingering on the unsecured door Madara turned his attention back upon (y/n), a gloved hand pressing over her mouth almost to keep her silent a hand swept between the floor and her back, forcing her hips upward he kept her locked in the position.

With the slight adjustment of her body (y/n) understood the need for Madara's hand, the arc of her back deepening Madara's breath tickled against her ear

_'I didn't think you were capable of making such a noise' _

The crude tone brought (y/n)'s hand to pinch harder at his arm, a deep almost rumbling laugh responding Madara ignored (y/n)'s panic at the people approaching, though she could sense his urgency to finish what they'd started without interruption.

The heat soon gave way to an icy chill, the footsteps far too close, and the voices too loud (y/n) knew that they were both mere moments away from what they desired out of their exchange, the tenseness within Madara was not from his sudden discomfort at the possibility being caught, as something told (y/n) that even if they were caught in the middle of their bodies making acquaintances with each other, he'd not be blushing or embarrassed. The same could not be said for (y/n), with a hand ready and squarely at Madara's chest she was ready to push him off, however the action was thwarted when a sensation broke out across her abdomen, an intense heat pouring down the lower half of her body, the hand originally intended to push him away switched roles and brought him closer, her mouth no longer trapped behind the gloved hand Madara allowed the sound of his pleasing her to be emitted, the loudness of her own self almost frightening.

With the sudden noise it garnered the interest of the people passing in the corridor outside their room, the footsteps heavy and clearly rushing (y/n) pushed at Madara's chest roughly, the momentum used to push herself back and out from beneath him, the silk of the kimono aiding in the movement she slid back until her shoulders hit upon the small table that housed the flower arrangement, the vase spinning on its base before toppling over, the water splashed across (y/n)'s body, sobering her.

Hands pulling at the many layers of the kimono (y/n) flicked the flower stems from her body, their heavy and deceitful scents wafting around her form the burning desire that had unexpectedly over taken her evaporated entirely on realising the flowers true purpose for being present in the room

Orchids and Passion flowers were often considered aphrodisiacs, powerful ones at that.

Face burning (y/n) staggered upon her feet, one sandal missing the other was quickly kicked off, the silence from Madara unsettling and forcing (y/n) to gaze upon him. With both legs crossed Madara propped his face in the palm of one un gloved hand, head bowed and keeping his face from view (y/n) swallowed down her embarrassment when his head tipped back, a slow spreading smile taking up half his face a huff ripped from (y/n)'s mouth, the sliding panel thrown back with urgency (y/n) was permitted enough time to turn her back on the unexpected visitors

_'Is everything ok hime-sama?' _

The voice crackled with accusation, the man no doubt watching Madara from where he sat in the corner of the room, not a single hair out of place or even a bead of sweat to give away what had just unfolded in the room. (y/n) wished the same for herself, but it was not the case, kimono undone and hair falling out of its time consuming style that Azuka had once more insisted upon she looked as guilty as she felt.

Glancing over a shoulder (y/n) gave a small nod of confirmation, unable to speak through the heaving of her chest both eyes fell upon her discarded obi, the one piece vital to keeping her kimono together had somehow managed to travel from where she'd been laid down, to being tucked by the door, the raised brow of the guard questioning the absence of the single garment from her body a hand was thrown out to wave the two men away

_'You may go now' _

The slow retreat and lack of argument gave (y/n) the firm belief that the guards would no doubt be reporting back to Butsuma, a slight panic swelling at the idea a hand came to hold her somersaulting stomach.

_'Do you know how to tie an obi?' _

The question broke (y/n) out of her internal panic, head turning to find the source (y/n) gave a slow shake of the head, she hadn't even noticed Madara move until he spoke, the red and black obi held between the hands he ran the fabric slowly through each of them, the same smile still lingering upon his face

_'Stay still' _

There was no softness in Madara's voice, the order given (y/n) stood straight, the layers of the kimono arranged quickly she kept her eyes just below his own as he moved around her, the obi positioned and tied with surprising precision it led (y/n) to wonder how many times he'd replaced a woman's obi, by their unexpected exchange earlier (y/n) could tell he'd removed plenty of them by how quickly Madara removed her own. Not even she could hope to remove it so quickly, and one handed at that

_'Please excuse me' _

Unsure how to act around Madara a quick step back placed needed distance between them, the scent of their act still heavy in the air it made (y/n) want to bolt from the room, but at the same time stay and explain that she was not acting upon her own impulse, the flowers so carefully arranged around the room having influenced her sudden lust for the man she most certainly did not want to give her body too.

Trying to explain herself was almost pointless, and for what it was worth, she could not exactly say she'd not enjoyed it, she just wished it had not been Madara. With a bow (y/n) made ready to leave, eyes firmly pinned to the floor she was almost at the door when Madara stopped her with a few well placed words

_'Is it custom for you to be formal with a man you've taken to bed?' _

Jaw tensing (y/n)'s tongue ran across the teeth, the top lip caught between them she bit upon the slightly swollen skin lightly, the roughness in which their mouths had locked having left a faint reminder with the tenderness of her mouth she patted lightly at her lips  
><em><br>'You make it sound like I've done this before, but we both know that is not the case' _

Peering back over one shoulder (y/n) watched the smugness she was slowly becoming accustomed to vanish, in place Madara wore a vacant gaze, arms folding the lone eye that was visible narrowed. A shrug of the shoulders given (y/n) turned away, the panel sliding back once more she knew that the matter needed to be clarified, but she couldn't bring the words out of her mouth, they clawed onto the tip of her tongue, stubbornly refusing to be announced.

Even though (y/n)'s actions were heavily influenced by the properties of the flowers that made themselves comfortable in almost every part of the room, she couldn't deny that the desire to act upon the exchange with Madara was partly of her own volition, otherwise she'd of been able to keep the carnal desire at bay, or at the very least she believed that she could have kept it under control.

With the confusion of what happened between Madara and herself pushed aside, the guilt, shame and regret was overshadowed by the dread of knowing that very soon her father would know


	8. Praeteritum

Fatigue settled like an unwelcome visitor upon (y/n). The night was spent in a fitful sleep consisting of tossing and turning whilst her mind tortured the snippets of sleep by replaying her lustful evening. The feeling of Madara's body upon hers lingered heavily, searing at the skin and reminding her of the shameful act. In time it was expected that they would enter into the act, they were to be wedded in just a few short days, but (y/n) gave Madara something she'd wished to keep a hold on for a little longer.

Rolling once more to her back an arm draped across the eyes, blocking the rising sun from them. They felt dry, and raw, the skin beneath puffy with lack of sleep a kick of the legs threw back the bedsheets, it wouldn't be long until Azuka came to wake her, but the idea of facing the woman in that moment sent her stomach churning. Heat flushing across the chest a hand rubbed at the ache in her chest, she couldn't face Azuka, or her brothers, and most certainly not the man plaguing her body and mind.

Dressing carefully (y/n) inspected her body slowly, no visible marks that Madara could of left marred the skin, yet still the need to feel covered dictated her attire for the day. Pulling on a pair of dark trousers the bandaging intended for her ankles was wound around her hands, pinning the loose sleeves of her shirt to the forearm, the hems of the trousers pinned instead with black ribbon, (y/n) took the time to tie a bow on the back of each calf.

Moving across the room, hair quickly and if not sloppily plaited (y/n) pushed open the shutter of her window, slipping through the opening created she balanced on the window ledge before taking the small leap into the old oak tree, it's plumage tickling at her skin which usually brought out a small giggle, instead reminded (y/n) of how soft Madara's hair had been when it brushed over her bare skin. One hand planted to the tree's bark, the other covered her face, she couldn't understand how she'd allowed herself to act in such a way

_'A bout of amnesia would be welcome about now' _

Speaking softly (y/n) calculated the distance from the branch she was balanced on to the floor. It was not enough to cause serious injury, but enough to give her head a good knock. Snorting at the ridiculous idea (y/n) pushed off the branch, one leg out further than the other she landed without a sound, eyes darting around the immediate vicinity a relief washed over her on realising no one was moving around the Senju compound, the maids busy inside the main building (y/n)'s only challenge would be the guards at the main gate.

_'Hime-sama?' _

The sound of her title made the skin of her back bristle, shoulders pulling back they straightened before a twist of the ankle turned her to face the owner, muscles tugging at the corner of her mouth her gaze averted when a smile greeted her. The male stood in front of her was the very last person she'd wanted to see, she'd almost hoped that he would remain absent from the compound until after the wedding and she was long gone  
><em><br>'Hisashi' _

Close to choking out his name fingers combed at her throat, it felt thick, blocked, leaving a painful throb after mustering up Hisashi's name. With a tepid gaze Hisashi's hand fumbled at the back of his neck, massaging between the shoulders as if in some discomfort, the action drawing (y/n)'s attention she faced him properly when he spoke  
><em><br>'I've missed you-I-I mean being home' _

Mouth pursed the thick brows rose with the widening of his eyes, the pronounced Adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed (y/n)'s hand formed a fist over her stomach, one brow arched as the silence between them extended into discomfort  
><em><br>'Welcome home' _

Responding furtively a nod of the head was given, body twisting (y/n) made ready to leave, a firm grip on her elbow halting the retreat she was almost forced face to face with Hisashi. Blinking rapidly (y/n) flinched away from the contact, Hisashi's head mimicking their gazes locked. The light hazel of his eyes appearing almost green in the morning light they ping ponged in their sockets, flying across (y/n)'s hunched form the tip of his tongue peeked through the small gap in his mouth, flicking over the thicker bottom lip

_'Are you alright hime-sama?' _

Words slow and almost tortured a quick smile attempted to lighten what (y/n) guessed was a sullen expression, though it fell flat at the moment Hisashi's hand left her elbow, the rough fingertips gliding down her arm they lingered at the tips of her own.

Hand retracting (y/n) took a half step back, creating needed distance between their bodies she could feel her jaw set in place, eyes burning they lingered on his face for a moment longer, the light pink scar that ran parallel to his cheek bone which normally gave her a sense of warmth, now filled her with a sharp and pinching cold.

_'I'm fine. Thank you' _

Snappish and blunt (y/n) watched Hisashi's body jolt, the unfamiliar tone which she used upon him having the desired effect. (y/n) needed to distance herself, to chip away at their bond. For no matter how much (y/n) yearned for the man, she could no longer pursue a future with him.

Gulping air (y/n) turned from Hisashi, the conflicted emotions that he portrayed so openly stabbed at her, feeding the guilt that already consumed every inch of her

_'I'm sorry' _

The words barely creating a sound (y/n) shrugged off Hisashi's questioning, cutting dead his attempt to find the source of her displeasure with him. With a quickly raised hand it brought the tirade of questioning to a halt, Hisashi's chin elevated as his body became rigid  
><em><br>'Pardon my intrusion hime-sama, I forgot my place' _

Words stinging like a fresh wound (y/n) could only watch Hisashi retreat, body tense she watched as his fingers flexed, each step taken with determination, like he was resisting turning back around. Though part of (y/n) wished that he would, the other was relieved to see him go, she couldn't bare to stand in his company any longer knowing that in his absence, she'd not only been betrothed to another man, but she'd given him her body.

_'Ooh, poor little hime-sama. Must be heartbreaking to have to let go of the man you love' _

With purposeful malice Momoji circled around (y/n)'s back, an expensive and intricately designed fan wafting air around the sharp features of her face, the few loose strands of hair that framed it swayed with the fan, eyes sharp Momoji's top lip curled in a sneer

_'Though whether you actually cared for Hisashi is questionable, given your intimate dinner last night' _

Spine snapping straight (y/n) turned on Momoji, the lids of both eyes drawn painfully wide she found her mouth moved, but not a single syllable fell from the tongue. It felt dry, shrivelled even by the unexpected news that of all the people to know of her tryst with Madara it was Momoji  
><em><br>'It was you who put the flowers in there' _

Voice hoarse (y/n) watched Momoji's lips pout, a hand placed elaborately to her chest in a manner of insult, though it did not last long, the cruel twist at the corner of her mouth gave way for a sniping, jeering laugh

_'Oh my my, dinner, and deflowering the princess? Madara-sama must of felt like his birthdays came all at once'_

_'Momoji!'_

With a flick of the wrist the fan snapped shut, it's folded tip brandished in (y/n)'s face Momoji made a mocking sound with her tongue, a brow arched (y/n) knew that Momoji was simply retaliating for the insult on her character (y/n) had made a few days prior, the satisfaction of that moment ebbing away to be replaced with regret

_'You should've known better than to insult my person hime-sama. Stupid stupid girl'_

With an over exaggerated wave Momoji turned, mouth hidden behind her open fan it did nothing to hide the gleeful laugh that parted her, the sway of Momiji's hips expressing the excitement of getting even with (y/n).

Hand falling to the cool metal strapped against her thigh (y/n)'s teeth ground together. There was not a chance that she would miss Momoji, but unless (y/n) intended to outright kill her, it was not worth maiming her. It would only create more trouble, and start a vicious game of tit for tat.

Withdrawing the hand (y/n) inhaled to the point her lungs and ribs came under strain, the breath vacating the lungs slowly, her frustration was in need of exercising. Moving in the direction of the gate, the overwhelming need to be free of the home that was slowly becoming a prison she made no attempt to hide her departure, the stuttered protests of the guards ignored (y/n) was ready to make herself scarce  
><em><br>'Take one more step, I dare you' _

The usually warm voice was sharp and biting, daring (y/n) to disobey and lift a foot from the dry earth, almost stomping steps carried the elder woman to where (y/n) was seized up, unwilling to provoke the volatile temper of Azuka. It appeared that her bid for freedom had been swiftly sabotaged, eyes watering in her frustration the palms of each hand pressed against them

_'Please Azuka, can I just have five minutes to myself' _

Pleading for a moment of respite the hands fell away to meet with the stone faced woman, the wrinkled mouth puckered a cluck of the tongue sounded

_'This is not the time to be waltzing off. The final arrangements for your dress need to be done this morning' _

Blinking in an almost stupor (y/n) shook her head quickly, a feeling of foreboding making itself comfortable with the guilt, and frustration weighing heavily upon her

_'You're to be wearing a shiromuku, and we need to take final measurements' _

Azuka's hands clapped together, her excitement at the prospect almost palpable (y/n) wished she could share in it, instead a snorting laugh returned Azuka's sincere happiness

_'Bit late for wearing white'_

_'Pardon?'_

_'Nothing, nothing. Can I not do it later?'_

A scowl replaced Azuka's excitement, a hand sweeping across her small body to grip the elbow of her other arm, the free hand holding her chin, head tipped back the amber eyes appeared to zone in on one spot in particular

_'What are you hiding?'_

Almost like reflex a hand went for her neck, eyes skittering to focus on anywhere but Azuka's intrusive stare. Though (y/n) was certain no marks were upon her, Madara had not been light upon the skin of her neck, the faint tingle reminding her of where his lips had been sent a shiver up her spine, shoulders wriggling at the discomfort it brought (y/n) stubbornly refused to meet with Azuka's gaze when ordered too

_'Stop being a brat hime-sama. What have you done?' _

Hip pushing out (y/n)'s arms crossed over her chest, head dipping away and finding the ground of better interest the jaw wiggled in its joints. There was not a chance that (y/n) could look upon the woman who'd raised her, and lie. If Azuka pushed, (y/n) would crumble. It was the way it had always been, the aged woman was conniving and deceitful, but efficient with it, one look could make (y/n)'s stomach churn with the guilt of her actions and have her revealing everything in descriptive detail.

_'Nothing' _

Mumbling like a child caught stealing out the cookie jar (y/n)'s foot stabbed at the dry earth, kicking small clumps away to keep her from looking up, she simply couldn't look Azuka dead in the eye and lie, or for that matter reveal the dirty deed she'd committed the night before

_'Oh, Hisashi came to see me, asking questions' _

Head snapping up fast (y/n) bit harshly at her tongue when Azuka flashed a victorious smile, their gazes locked fiercely the two women were embroiled in a silent war of wills. Each waiting for the other to break.

_'You're a detestable old hag!' _

Spitting the words in ire (y/n) spun on her heel, hands raised and waving wildly she did not hesitate in her retreat from the compound, jaw aching from keeping her tongue from wagging, the startled gasp Azuka made when (y/n) snapped at her was pushed aside. Though (y/n) loved Azuka like she was her real mother, she hated the fact that nothing was sacred, she was not permitted to keep anything to herself, Azuka insisted that she was to be open and honest at all times, which probably explained why people could read her so efficiently, she'd never learnt how to keep anything hidden, until now.

Feeling small relief in that she was free of Azuka, the upset she no doubt caused the woman added to the weight of guilt that hung from her, the bag of conflicted emotions slowly becoming full it pulled at her shoulders, making the muscles ache and fidget in agitation. It was days like these that (y/n) truly wished she'd been born male, being the only female in a male dominated family had little to no perks.

Hashirama and Tobirama could move and do as they pleased, with little repercussion or worry that they'd be upsetting or insulting anyone, even if they did there was never much fuss made over it. For (y/n) if a single toe was put out of place it was treated like she'd dishonoured their family name, she was reprimanded at every step she took.

Cheeks puffing out with a breath (y/n) laughed bitterly, pace slowing to take in her surroundings a rare moment of calm enveloped her. A gentle wind swayed the branches of the trees, which in turn rustled the leaves, it was calm, free of anyone trying to push and pull her, dictating her every move.

Subtle at first (y/n) could have easily missed it, the change in the atmosphere was slow, the malignant presence tucked in the background, sneaking amongst the shadows. With one last step taken one foot remained poised, hand falling once more upon her thigh a blur of movement erupted in her peripheral. Spinning on the poised foot, her index finger spun the kunai from it's binding, the sharp edge catching the incoming blade of a sword it sent painful vibrations down her arm, forcing her into a backwards stumble.

Righting herself before the second blow was drawn down a quick parry caught what would of been a painful meeting with the sword, fingers flexing to keep a firm hold on the kunai' handle the sharpened edge was dragged down the curve of the opposing blade, applying pressure and forcing the young male to jump back from his offensive. Though the break was not to last long, repositioning his hands upon the blades hilt he lunged for another strike, a hand reaching around her back (y/n) drew out the shuriken hidden on her back, the star shaped blades thrown they split into four, each aiming for the arms and legs.

With quick and precise flicks the shuriken were warded off, sent spinning to land between the surrounding earth and trees the sneer worn by the male wiped quickly on realising he'd missed the fifth incoming blade, the kunai out of (y/n)'s hand when he was distracted by the shuriken it was lined squarely with his forehead, his absent hitai-ate almost proving costly, if not for his last minute deflection, the blade of his sword flipped it caught the tip of the kunai and likewise to the shuriken sent it spinning off course.

Though effectively evading the thrown blades, it had slowed his movement, discoursed his intended striking pattern and gave (y/n) the small opening needed, knee collapsing with ease one leg swung out, body spinning with the movement her foot connected with his ankle. Tripping over (y/n)'s foot the male righted himself quickly, though the hold on his sword loosened for a moment, a moment (y/n) used to her best advantage.

In his attempt to correct his footing (y/n)'s arm came up, hand straight and ready to strike he threw his head back to avoid the blow, forcing one hand away from the hilt of the blade in their close proximity (y/n) focused a small amount of chakra into the palm of her hand, placing it to the man's chest in the same instance the other hand made to overlap the one he held on the sword.

With the force of the chakra pushing him back, his hold on the sword released, allowing (y/n) to take it in her grasp, their bodies separating she moved back a reasonable distance to dissuade him from making an instant counter

_'I don't know what you're up to, but I would advise you stopped' _

With a half hearted warning (y/n) twisted the sword in her hold, the blade tip angled away from her body in a ready stance, unsure as to whether her unexpected opponent would listen. (y/n) knew she was at a great disadvantage, the minor upper hand she'd gained in their brief sparring was no doubt due to Izuna holding back, for she was not under any illusion that she could take the young Uchiha male on and win

_'I understand why they keep you a secret, the little black sheep of the Senju' _

Brow furrowed (y/n) watched Izuna brush the dirt from his shoulder, a smile lingering on his mouth as her own pinched together. Firming the hold on Izuna's blade (y/n) knew he wanted a reaction from her, he wanted to force her to retaliate, after all, it would be easily believed if Izuna mentioned she'd flew at him in a temper. Tilting the blade so that it caught the late morning ray of sun a smile eased her mouth when the light forced Izuna to flinch away from it

_'Don't force my hand Izuna' _

With warning given the blade was thrown back towards it's owner, caught with ease (y/n) noticed the small tic of his brow, a twitch of irritation at her lack of biting to his taunt. Hand resting against her hip a click of the tongue broke their temporary silence

_'If you dislike me so much, wait until I'm forced to leave this place. I won't even put up a fight' _

Smiling at Izuna's wide eyed expression (y/n)'s fingers flexed at her side, the want to taunt him further, make him act in a way that could break down the cease fire between their clans was strong, in a few short days she'd be married into the Uchiha clan, and leaving the place that, although not always warm, was the only place she'd ever called home

_'You're different hime-sama, you used to be more fun' _

Returning the sword to its sleeve Izuna backed into the tree line, his body swallowed by the shadows he left (y/n) in an almost paralysed state, hand clutching at her stomach the unexpected rumble of hunger broke her free of the confusion Izuna left her in.

'Used to be more fun?'

Repeating Izuna's parting words (y/n) absently brushed at her fringe, the thin ridge hidden within the hair line stinging on contact a palpitation proceeded it, hand gripping at her chest she choked on her own breath as the world around her swayed, bleeding away into nothing a hand reached out, hoping to break the fall (y/n) felt her body collide with something firm


	9. Obliti

Tiny feet padded across the tatami mat, toes slowly curling and gripping the brocade a deep inhale puffed out the small girls cheeks, eyes narrowed at the three men trying to depart without a goodbye

'Otosan'

Fingers clutching at the stuffed doll pinned against her chest a faint smile replaced the frown when her father turned, with a laboured sigh a weathered hand reached out to the small girl patting between the two small buns of hair on her head

'We'll be home soon'

Gently ruffling the hair a smile broke the mans frown when the child giggled gently, a small nod given that she understood and that she was allowing him to leave

'Niisan'

Calling for the two slightly taller males they too patted the child's head, though one smiled, the other wore an expression much like their fathers, it was stern and fixed, a lone hand tapping the hilt of the blade strapped against his back with some impatience .

'Go and play (y/n). We will be back before dinner'

With the promise given (y/n)'s head bobbed up and down excitedly, hands pulling the stuffed doll tighter another giggle sounded before her small feet carried her back across the tatami mats and out the door leading to the courtyard. The open and waiting arms of Azuka catching her mid stride (y/n) was soon pulled onto the hip of her carer.

A gentle lullaby humming through the painted red lips (y/n)'s were wide, still amazed at the beauty of the woman who took care of her

'I want to be pretty like you when I'm older'

Pausing in the song a serene smile lit up Azuka's sharp and delicate face, Amber eyes warm when they came to rest upon (y/n)

'You're already bright and beautiful hime-sama'

With a gentle squeeze Azuka set her back upon her feet, hands clapping together as if to call for attention a hip was pushed out, hand curled and rested against her slender silhouette Azuka's tongue gave a small click

'Hisashi come out of there'

Tone sharp and reprimanding (y/n) peered around the courtyard, eyes searching for the person Azuka had somehow spotted a hand tugged at the sleeve of her kimono

'Is he hiding?'

Whispering the question, or rather trying too (y/n) narrowed her eyes suspiciously when Azuka placed a finger to her mouth, a hand placed gently to the back of (y/n)'s head to encourage her forward

'By the orchids'

Whispering the direction (y/n) understood the need to be quiet, teeth catching on the lower lip before a giggle gave away her element of surprise she crept towards the large collection of orchids, the sweet scent of the flowers tickling at her nose she paused to look through the stems.

A quick rustling sounded before a hand shot out, bigger than her own, but not by much it tapped her on the forehead

'Tag! Your it hime-sama!'

With an excited yell Hisashi burst out of the hiding spot, a loud laugh echoing throughout the courtyard as he ran away, (y/n)'s surprise fading away into excitement as she proceeded to chase Hisashi through the compound...

The imagery rippled like calm water that'd been disturbed, the small waves breaking up the memory it brought forward a new scene, more familiar and clearer in (y/n)'s mind than the first had been...

Arms folded on the ledge of the balcony (y/n) stared at the male clinging to the wooden railings, their faces close enough that the warmth of his rugged breath tickled at the loose strands of hair she'd not been able to pin back before his sudden disturbance of her sleep

'If Azuka catches you, you will wish you'd died today'

With an almost cocky grin Hisashi leant over the railing, the cold metal of his hitai-ate soothing on her heated forehead his mouth moved to meet with her own

'It will always be worth the risk as long as you were the last person I got to see'

With a gagging sound (y/n) leant back on her heels, hands moving to grip the small space between Hisashi's hands a smile eventually broke through

'Stop making that face...I'm not going to say it'

Laughing (y/n) pushed Hisashi's slowly intruding face away, the same cocky smile upon his mouth when his head tilted, a gentle peck placed to her cheek (y/n) bit back a giggle

'I will get you to say it one day Hime-sama'

'Maybe when you stop calling me hime-sama, I may consider it'

With a raised brow Hisashi leant back on his temporary perch on her balcony, jaw wiggling in its joints he pushed his body against the railing, neck stretched to bring his face closer to her own

'(y-'

'HISASHI!'

The shrill tone of Azuka cut through his voice, drowning out the single word that left them (y/n) could only watch as his limbs almost spasmed in panic and surprise, hands releasing the railing he fell away from the balcony, sending him crashing through the oak tree.

Leaning over (y/n) shrunk out of sight when Azuka's tell tale red kimono flashed into view from beneath the oak trees thick canopy, a shadowy blur darting away she guessed Hisashi hadn't taken long to recover from his fall...

Once more the scene rippled, this time bleeding away until all (y/n) could see was darkness. A deep, deep black lingered over both eyes, though it felt more like something was covering them, blocking the next memory from view. Mind straining against some hidden binding a sound tinkled from ear to ear, growing louder and louder before fading away into nothing.

Though still dark (y/n) could hear the faintest of sounds, wind playing amongst trees it combined into a soothing and honeyed tune, the blanket of black that blinded her from viewing the memory cracking at the edges the more she focused upon it, a spot of white broke its centre. Thin white lines spreading like veins across the unwelcome veil the rush of wind grew louder, almost thundering in her ears and building in its pitch, making her want to cover both ears to blot out the sound...

'You still haven't told me his name'

Hearing her own voice break through the fevered pitch attacking both ears (y/n) turned her head, surprise keeping the eyes from blinking when she did not find more darkness, but instead a memory that until that moment (y/n) didn't realise she possessed...

Fingers running down the soft feathered breast (y/n)'s head tilted, peering around the falcon as the question was still unanswered, a brow curved at the silence returned a slow shake of the head followed

'I will give you his name, when you give me your family name'

Sharp and to the point, an injection of tenderness softened the tone, the arm brought in from where it was suspended a gloved hand stroked at the Falcons breast, dark eyes moving from the bird when (y/n)'s hand waved away the question

'Ah, back to that are we?'

'I don't think we ever dropped it'

'You're a stubborn little man'

'I'm not little'

A sudden flush coloured (y/n)'s skin, eyes skittering around the trees that provided their meeting place with cover she sucked in her cheek, the sound of wings beating her head angled in time to meet with outstretched hand, gloved fingers gripping at her chin his face loomed over her own

'Still embarrassed after all this time?'

A hand jutting against his neck the two stared each other down, a smile slowly breaking across his own mouth when the hand (y/n) held to his neck flicked away from the smooth skin, the loose strands of his thick hair twisted round her fingers he understood the gesture.

A hand against her back the one that held her chin held firm, their bodies pulled together their mouths locked in tender embrace

'Put her down Niisan...father wants us back home'

The unexpected interruption made (y/n) break away, head tucking beneath his chin a growl of discontent sounded from above, peeking over the shoulder an embarrassed smile was given to the male standing at the edge of the clearing, a roll of his eyes given in return

'You should probably go'

Meeting the dark eyes a nod of agreement was given, a gentle peck placed to her cheek he turned away to join his brother

'You know my family name...don't you'

Calling after him, a pause in his step made (y/n)'s stomach flip uncomfortably, glancing back over a shoulder a grin of sorts curved his mouth

'Katsu'

Swallowing (y/n) blinked, a moment taken to realise he'd finally given the name of his falcon

'Senju'

Answering the question that had been the starting point of their relationship (y/n) watched as their eyes widened ever so slightly.

Unlike before the memory froze in place, the edges jittery as the darkness once more tried to swallow it up, tuck it back within the place it had been locked away for some time, it left (y/n) with a sense of hopelessness. Fingers reaching into the blacked out memory she wanted, needed to know more, but a sudden heaviness consumed her body, weighing her down and dragging her away from the secrets locked within her mind

A searing pain Ping ponging between the temples (y/n) drew in a large gulping breath, hands still out and reaching when her body lurched, her heart thudding in panic as she gripped tightly to the body that had been supporting her. Fingers almost knotting in the mass of hair that spread down his back (y/n) held on tighter when a hiss of protest passed his mouth

'Madara?'

Sounding out his name for what almost felt like the first time, and without any malice laced within the letters (y/n) drew in a ragged breath when his arm folded around her back, fingers tapping down her spine, both eyes scrunched shut (y/n) buried her face in his shoulder.

The bitter resentment held for Madara still present, it waned in place of something softer.

His body was warm and familiar, with each breath inhaled her mind eased back on its restraints. Though (y/n) still felt the same about his arrogance, she knew she'd felt, at some point, very differently about him

'Is that why you agreed to this?'

Outing the question (y/n) moved without complaint when Madara adjusted her body, hands finally releasing the tight hold on his hair, her head tipped to meet with the lone eye visible. Though no words were exchanged (y/n) knew what Madara wanted to imply with his silence.


	10. Recordare

Quietly the sun was swallowed up. Clear blue sky swept away with charcoal clouds they brought a tepid rain, soft at first it became heavier, more fierce. Fingers curling in the dirt the arms quivered, the loose plait slowly coming undone the striking rain forced it across her back, strands slipping and sliding over her shoulders it clung to her wet cheeks

_'What was I to you?' _

Shivering against the fierce howl of the wind (y/n) recoiled when a hand sought out her body, hands retracting to cross over her panting chest a stare fixed Madara in place, hair flowing wildly around his form the tips skimmed over the water logged sleeves that covered her arms.

_'You were to me what I was to you' _

Voice cutting Madara withdrew from her personal space, arm still held in midair he raised it to sweep away the segment of hair that kept one eye from view, the dark irises shifting a flash of red spun between the pupil and the edge of the irises, bringing the famed sharingan into it's active state (y/n) swallowed her fear

_'I don't know what you were, I don't' _

Still captivated by the shift of Madara's eyes (y/n) found that she could not look away, body seized in a paralysis she was unable to retreat from his sudden advancement. With fingers spread wide they looked intent on gripping at her throat, unease building (y/n) tried to will her body to move, to respond to the threat imminent.

_'Then let me remind you'_

A strangled breath caught in her throat when Madara's hand took a fistful of her hair pulling her upward both legs unfurled, the tips of the sandals she wore scraping across the water logged earth as her legs kicked, a hand clawing at Madara's arm in a weak attempt to be released her chest swelled with air when he brought his mouth against her own, the hand wrapped in her hair easing the hand cupped the nape of her neck

_'I didn't spend a year meeting with you to gain information I could of obtained in a day' _

Lips barely separating rivets of rain travelled the curve of Madara's nose, dropping from its tip the droplets pattered on the indent of (y/n)'s upper lip, washing away the taste Madara had left upon them the tip of (y/n)'s tongue swept over the bottom lip

_'I don't understand' _

Madara's words were running circuits in her head, confusion overwhelming the rational half of her mind the words became distorted, incomprehensible. The night it was decided she'd be married into his clan, was the first time she'd seen him. The memory very plausibly a wicked imagery of his sharingan (y/n) refused to believe she would of freely met with the enemy of her clansmen, her family. The very clan that stole her mother from her on the day of her birth

_'You're lying' _

Though voicing the objection to what Madara was suggesting weakly, she felt strongly in that she was right. If they had of been in an intimate relationship she would of remembered, would know of their meetings and apparent trysts

_'If you won't believe me ask the man you keep stringing along'  
><em>  
>Sounding vexed by (yn)'s denial of their relationship Madara released (y/n) from his hold, feet dragging back across the soil a thin ridge built against the sandal, dirtying the binding that kept the loose ends of his trousers from flapping around the ankle a finger extended to tap against her forehead, the scar hidden in the hairline stinging on contact

_'He gave you that when he found us in the clearing. A misunderstanding, I think the idiot was in denial of what he saw'  
><em>  
>Fingers skimming the welt of skin on her forehead (yn) swallowed the bile bubbling up her throat, a hand covering her mouth she shook her head viciously. Hisashi would never intentionally harm her, they'd been friends since they were children, slowly progressing into lovers. There was not even a slither of possibility that she'd of allowed another to take his place, (y/n) knew she loved Hisashi, a part of her always had.

_'Being the reckless fool that you're, you got between us'_

_'Between you?'_

Tapping at his cheek Madara's mouth worked into a smirk

_'He got that scar when you forced your way between us'  
><em>  
>Blinking rapidly (yn) felt the nausea take a firmer grip on her stomach, body swaying a deep inhale gave (y/n) time to focus, to calm her mind. If Madara was speaking some truth, it brought forth a new set of questions

_'Then why can't I remember?' _

Voice catching in her throat the question came out slightly broken, in turn Madara's brow furrowed.

_'So that's it' _

Hand once more outstretched Madara gripped at her face, forcing her neck back so that she had no choice but to make eye contact with him. Fingers curling into the sodden sleeve of Madara's shirt (y/n) wriggled within his grasp

_'I thought you were rather subdued'_


	11. Mirandum

Teeth chattering against the chill the rain brought (y/n) padded up the steps behind Madara, one arm crossing over her chest the fingers gripped the sleeve of the opposite arm when they entered the temporary accommodations set up for the Uchiha clan, it's members eyeing (y/n) with suspicion their mouths giving lies when they offered polite greetings

'_Rather two faced your clan'  
><em>  
>Mumbling under breath after the last Uchiha smiled and departed the corridor (yn) received a breathy laugh in reply, Madara's focus moving to her when he stopped outside a panelled door

_'Your perception is as faulty now as it was then' _

Sliding back the door Madara stepped aside, a hand sweeping behind (y/n) a gentle nudge to her back forced her feet to move, the lump in her throat swallowed down when Madara's mouth came to press against her ear

_'I won't bite'_

Clicking her tongue (y/n) shrugged away his hand, a strong stride carrying her into the room (y/n) hesitated when Madara stepped in behind, the door closing and cutting them from view of anyone passing by.

_'I don't like this. Not one bit'  
><em>  
>Speaking as Madara walked past a hand flicked out, the fingers closing around a thick segment of his hair (yn) tugged on the soft strands when Madara stopped, an arm raised so that he could peer under it at (y/n).

'_If you're scared yo-'_

_'I never said I was scared!'_

_'You didn't have too' _

The raised arm lowered, hand catching (y/n)'s wrist a quick application of pressure forced her to release his hair, the gloved index finger pressing against the centre of her wrist a wry smile traversed his mouth

_'Your pulse is racing'  
><em>  
>Snatching back the hand (yn) angled her face away, eyes moving in their sockets as far as they could to lose Madara from their view she heard the tired breath that left him, the image of his face contorted in frustration popping into her head a smile eased the tenseness of the muscles around her mouth  
><em><br>'Dry yourself' _

Readying to respond her mouth was silenced when a towel hit across her face, the soft material bundled messily over her head it blocked her sight for a brief moment, before a hand raised one corner, a lone eye staring indignantly at Madara's back (y/n) dragged the towel off her head. Bundling it within both hands (y/n) was ready to throw it back, until she realised that Madara was undressing.

A quick scouting glance thrown around the room confirmed (y/n)'s fears, she'd waltzed right in to Madara's sleeping quarters. It finally made sense why the passing Uchiha men had thrown suspicious eyes her way

_'Must you undress right here?! Go elsewhere'  
><em>  
>Flushing, a hand threw the towel back over her head, hands scratching furiously to dry her hair and cover her embarrassment both cheeks were sucked between the teeth when Madara answered her complaint<p>

_'You made it pretty clear the other night that you wanted to see beneath my clothes, so just enjoy the view'  
><em>  
>The arrogance that consumed his words filtered through the air, colliding with her increased embarrassment (yn) whipped the towel off her head, throwing it at Madara's exposed chest it was caught with ease, a disinterested gaze levelling with her

_'You're a tricky woman to please (y/n)'  
><em>  
>Finger pointed (yn) was ready to retort, mouth open it closed just as quickly, eyes narrowing slowly her pointed finger curled back to join the rest of them

_'You called me by my name?' _

Though (y/n) knew what her birth name was, it was rare that anyone used it, choosing instead to call her by the unofficial rank of 'princess' it made hearing her given name sound alien, like it did not belong to her. So hearing Madara use it made her heart leap in surprise

_'You've never liked the fact they call you hime-sama'  
><em>  
>Stating the fact like (yn) was not herself aware of the matter Madara kept his flat expression in place, the towel she'd thrown at him offered back (y/n) took a step forward, still stunned at the use of her name she was slow to realise that she was staring at him

'_Admiring the view?'  
><em>  
>Blinking rapidly (yn) slapped a hand across her eyes, mouth stuttering excuses that she had not been staring at his naked body (y/n)'s protests were broken up by a sudden sneeze, the interruption bringing attention to the matter that she was still in wet clothes, the slow shake of her body attempting to ward off the biting cold picking up in speed

_'Put this on' _

Without opening her eyes (y/n) reached for the offered garment, the creak of the floorboards telling her of Madara's approach she recoiled in the moment her fingers took hold of the soft fabric

_'There is a room behind you, you can change in there'  
><em>  
>Almost like he was reading her mind (yn) gave a quick nod, after all there was not a chance she'd be getting so brazenly undressed like Madara had, a part of her relieved that Madara knew it was going to pan out the way it was.

_'I won't be a moment'  
><em>  
>Backing up until her fingers hit against the door for the adjoining room (yn) vacated Madara's bedroom for the next room, eyes wide and scanning she was thankful to see it empty except for a few bedding rolls tucked in the corner. Once certain the door was closed (y/n) flipped her hair forward, twisting it within the towel Madara provided she set down the change of clothes before tugging at her own wet ones, the water logged cloth practically suctioned to the skin it required more effort than (y/n) originally expected to get them off.

Once free of the sodden clothes (y/n) removed the towel from her hair to wipe down her chilled skin, hair fluffed from the rough way she'd dried it her fingers combed through it once the towel was wrapped around her body, fingers once more weaving a plait it was twisted into a bun, the lose tendrils that broke free swept behind the ear when (y/n) picked up the replacement clothing.

With the broad shoulders pinched between finger and thumb (y/n) inspected the long sleeved mantle with narrowed eyes, the garment draped over one arm her fingers traced the Uchiha clans symbol of a paper fan that was present on the back of the mantle, jaw tensing (y/n) bit back a moan of complaint. Throwing the mantle over her body the towel was removed from beneath once sure that what Madara had given her was sufficient in covering her modesty.

Picking up her own wet clothing (y/n) laid them over a line of rope that run across the ceiling, another personal inspection taken (y/n) was happy to find the split of the mantle did not start until her mid thigh, with nothing beneath the length provided some security that she would not accidentally expose herself when moving.

Satisfied (y/n) pulled back the door, stepping back into Madara's room she found him seated at the open window panels, the heavy downpour still thrashing the earth his profile briefly illuminated by a flash of lightning (y/n) leant against the frame, from the angle she was gifted Madara appeared different, his posture more relaxed than the previous occasions she'd been in his company

_'Are yougoing to sit down? Or keep staring from a distance?'  
><em>  
>With the following flash of lightning Madara's head tilted, bringing her into his peripheral, though his head turned fully when (yn) moved toward him, dark eye scanning up and down her body (y/n) felt exposed beneath his watchful eye

_'It suites you'_

Turning back to watching the rain (y/n) paused in step, head thrown back in surprise of the compliment her mouth pinched at the corner. Taking care on kneeling on the cushion beside Madara both hands rested at her knees, gaze following the rain zig zagging from the sky she inhaled the deep earthy scent it created

_'Are you ready?'  
><em>  
>Turning toward him at the question (yn) watched Madara's eye narrow when her head shook back and forth, fingers pulling the open collar tighter against her neck (y/n) bit at her lip, chewing it slowly as she weighed up her options.

Before their return Madara had mentioned that he suspected something was blocking her memories, powerful enough that even seeing him again had not weakened it.

Even when she'd passed out and oddly revisited her younger self rather than being shown a future event, only one of their memories had broken through. Though it was short, and littered with doubt over the authenticity of it as (y/n) still suspected Madara of using a genjutsu to create the memory. Though he'd shaken off some of her doubt at mentioning the scar on Hisashi's cheek.

Until now she'd never questioned him over it, or even pondered on why when she saw it, she felt close to nostalgic.

_'I don't exactly trust you, and even less so to go poking around in my head'_

_'(y/n)-'_

Holding up a hand to silence him (y/n) was a little surprised he allowed her to cut him off, though his face expressed his discontent, his mouth remained closed

_'Before we do this, I want you to answer one question, honestly'_

_'What is the question?'_

With sudden resolve (y/n) met Madara in a dead on stare, determined and mentally prepared for his answer

_'Were you using me for information?'  
><em>  
>Without blinking Madara leant towards her, head angled his breath tickled across the lobe of her ear. The rumble of thunder directly above almost drowning out Madara's answer a hand cupped her mouth, eyes widening her back became rigid as all her mental preparation for his answer scrambled.<p>

_'Listen carefully woman, because I will never repeat it...'  
><em>  
>Madara paused for a breath<p>

_'I love you'_


	12. Dimitte

With a sullen expression glaring back at her from the mirror's reflection a quick adjustment dropped both eyes to her lap. The gentle whooshing of the brush being drawn through her hair broken up by Azuka's quiet humming (y/n) almost leapt from the stall when Azuka's hands gave her shoulders a gentle squeeze

_'What is the matter hime-sama?' _

With tender concern Azuka gazed at (y/n) through the reflection, amber eyes creased at the corners it magnified the wrinkles of her aged, beautiful face. Contemplating speaking of the matter that weighed on her mind a quick shake of the head threw off the dull expression, a smile painted across the mouth a hand reached to give Azuka's hand a squeeze of assurance  
><em><br>'I'm fine, just tired' _

Satisfied with the answer Azuka resumed brushing her hair, mouth pursed to once more hum the familiar lullaby (y/n) turned back to gazing at her hands, fingers plucking idly at the night dress

_'Its your birthday tomorrow hime-sama, no need to be so gloomy, you're only turning twenty' _

Azuka's cheery tone almost made (y/n) miss her mistake, brow arching (y/n) watched Azuka continue to brush her hair without another word

_'Nineteen'_

_'Huh?'_

Turning slowly (y/n) faced the woman with a sharp gaze, Azuka's hands withdrawing to her chest

_'I'm nineteen tomorrow' _

Correcting Azuka of her age (y/n) did not miss the flash of panic that ignited in the older woman's eyes, a hand sweeping across the forehead Azuka gave a nervous tittering laugh, tongue flapping across her mouth quickly

_'Of course, nineteen. My age must be getting to me' _

Stumbling on her words Azuka leant across (y/n) to replace the hairbrush on her desk, eyes not once meeting with (y/n)'s as she tried to busy herself with putting order back into the items that cluttered (y/n)'s desk

_'Azuka'_

_'You should get to bed hime-sama. You will have a busy day tomorrow' _

Avoiding meeting with (y/n)'s intrusive gaze Azuka turned away, attempting to depart the room without further questioning (y/n) almost lunged off the stool, hand catching Azuka's arm it forced her to stop dead in her stride

The air was still around the compound, silent except for the gentle chirping of the nights crickets, it allowed the guards posted around the compound to relax. Not by much, but enough that they did not become rigid at their posts. The main hall occupied by the head of both clans and their sons, gentle murmurings broken up with occasional laughing filtered through the open windows, the rain having let up some hours earlier it left the night humid

With a hand outstretched Butsuma was ready to clap Hashirama's shoulder, his stories of their childhood bringing a raucous laugh to all gathered in the room the action was frozen at the sound of an explosion, the building trembling with an aftershock the sounds of shouts and feet pounding the earth reached Butsuma before he could even get to his feet.

With the main doors bursting open Butsuma stared wide eyed at the man panting in the doorway, arm flicked out to point back the way he'd freshly entered

_'It-it's hime-sama...she...she's...'_

A hand raised to quieten the man Butsuma did not speak, instead striding past the man with Hashirama and Tobirama on his heels. Entering the small landing Butsuma was forced to squint through the cloud of smoke, the crackling of fire sounding nearby he followed it, rounding the corner the heels of his sandals brought him to a skidding halt, Hashirama hitting against his back at the unexpected stop the two men stared wide eyed at the scene ahead of them...

Barely able to keep upright with the weight thrown against her body both hands clawed to take a firm grip on the shirt. Knees slowly buckling (y/n) adjusted her hold, slipping both arms beneath Hisashi's as he slumped forward, head knocking sharply against her own the pain that spread across her forehead was ignored

_'Hisashi?!'_

Choking out the name through a strangled cry (y/n) sunk down with his limp body, the blood bubbling in his mouth dribbling out with a weak smile (y/n)s hands cupped at his pale face, brushing back his hair as she shook her head back and forth

_'It's ok' _

Weak and rasping a sudden cough sent blood splattering from his mouth over (y/n)'s face, ignoring it (y/n) sucked in a sharp breath, lips wobbling to suppress the scream building in her chest

_'I got to see yo-'_

With another hacking cough Hisashi's breath rattled, a slow rasp proceeding it Hisashi became still in (y/n)'s arms. Head shaking furiously (y/n) swayed slowly, eyes glossing as her hands slapped at Hisashi's face, the faint smile remaining as she refused to accept the reality of the situation

_'You killed him' _

Turning on the woman still brandishing the blade that had cut Hisashi down (y/n) swallowed thickly, arms still clutching at Hisashi's body her own bent over him, the suppressed scream ripping from her chest

_'You killed your own son' _

Voice losing its fury it reverted back to a whimper, Azuka's stained face wide with horror her mouth hung agape in a silent scream, the hand still holding the blade used to pierce Hisashi's body falling from her grasp as she staggered back  
><em><br>'It was you. It was meant to be you!'_

Azuka's arm raised, a crooked finger pointing down at (y/n) the words came in a hissing breath. The horror of what she'd done overtaken with a brightly burning anger Azuka stared at (y/n) as if she was the most repulsive thing she'd ever seen

_'It was meant to be you who died. YOU! _

With the words thundering out of Azuka's mouth (y/n) stared at the woman, a breath gulped down both sets of fingers began losing feeling as they clung to Hisashi's slowly cooling body

_'Why?' _

Unable to comprehend Azuka's sudden vehemence toward her, the woman who'd spent the last twenty years raising her, a violent twist gripped (y/n)'s stomach, knotting and twisting it to a point she was sure that she was going to be sick, but she managed to keep it at bay, forcing it down as she silently pleaded with Azuka for answers.

Azuka's mouth had opened in a snarl, ready to answer (y/n)'s question she waited with bated breath, but the answer never came. Stumbling forward Azuka's hand reached for the discarded blade, charging toward (y/n) she sat frozen in place, unable to move either through her shock of what was unfolding, or for the weight of Hisashi's body she was not sure, all she knew, was that she could not move,

A sudden flash of light alerted (y/n) to the blade being above her, Azuka swinging it in a crude arc both eyes scrunched shut as she awaited the impact.

It never came.

Instead the sound of flesh being torn, a gargled wet breath and the metallic stench of blood flooded her senses.

Eyes cracking open (y/n) found herself guarded in the shadow of another, Azuka's arms still raised in a striking position the blade fell once more as both hands lost the ability to grip, her face hidden from view by the man who'd moved to cut her down.

Sucking in a wet breath (y/n)'s eyes sealed shut when Azuka's body hit the wet earth, the thud it made echoing inside her head both hands clung tighter to Hisashi's body. The crowd that had gathered standing in confused silence (y/n) ignored their pitying stares, blotting them out as she wiped the trail of blood from Hisashi's mouth.

Knowing that someone was lingering, waiting to separate her from Hisashi a quick inhale was taken, leaning down (y/n) pressed against his forehead gently, the skin cold and slick with death she placed a gentle kiss to his white washed skin

_'Forgive me' _

Whispering her plea against his cheek (y/n) did not fight off the arm that closed around her, allowing it to drag her away from Hisashi's body as two people moved to remove him.

Turning in the arm that held her a moment of surprise stilled the shaking of her body at finding her father, his eyes showing a warmth she'd not seen from him in a long time (y/n) threw herself into his comforting embrace, a hand stroking down her hair the sobs held in broke free as he gently hushed her


	13. Intellectus

Quiet chittering of birds broke up the mornings silence, sun barely above the horizon the sky was painted from black to purple, splashes of red and orange breaking through at the horizon line.

_'Hashirama don't. I don't think she is going to be all that concerned with her birthday'_

Tobirama's rough whispering travelled through the door, light scuffling of feet telling (y/n) that Tobirama was probably trying to drag their older brother away

_'Father said to keep her distracted'_

Hashirama's argument was met with what sounded like Tobirama hitting him, a sharp thwack and a groaned complaint made the two men fall silent. Dry eyes blinking a quiet snort vibrated her coarse throat, head burying deeper into the pillow, fingers pinched at her arms from where she hugged herself

_'Bursting in at this unholy hour is not going to distract her, you're going to annoy her'  
><em>  
>The brief silence interrupted with Tobirama's sound argument, a mumbling laugh came from Hashirama in response<p>

_'It's her birthday'_

_'Yes. (Y/n) is twenty Hashirama, not two. Let her sleep in a little'  
><em>  
>Shoulders shaking with a suppressed laugh a hand released one arm to cup the sound in her mouth, the familiarity of their voices soothing the slow pounding behind the eyes (yn) stretched out her balled up body, legs aching from being kept tight against her body (y/n) rolled onto her back to stare at the ceiling, the argument of whether to enter her room continuing a smile managed to crack apart her mouth

_'Niisan' _

A pause sounded outside, hands no doubt pointing the accusation of waking her a shake of the head went unseen, the two now whispering

_'Great. You woke her'_

_'I did no such thing, your the loud mouth!'_

_'Me?! You could not whisper if your life depended on it Hashirama!'  
><em>  
>Pushing back the covers (yn) wrapped a thin blanket around her shoulders to keep back the morning chill, feet shuffling across the tatami mats a hand slid back the door. Stood facing each other Hashirama's arms were held wide as Tobirama leant in towards him, his own hands held to his hips like a scolding mother

_'You both woke me. Idiots' _

With her appearance both the men jumped back a step, sheepish glances exchanged Tobirama ran a hand up the back of his head as Hashirama's index fingers tapped together

_'Happy birthday!'  
><em>  
>Almost knocking (yn) back through the door Hashirama closed a tight hug around her, squeezing tightly both feet left the floor as he tipped her back and forth, a hand patting at her head Tobirama wore a rare smile

_'Happy birthday'  
><em>  
>Once free of Hashirama's bear hug (yn) was ushered to take a seat on the steps, flanked by her brothers they sat in a comfortable silence sipping the tea Hashirama brought with him, the steaming cup nestled between her hands (y/n) blinked away the tears that threatened to spill.

_'I brought dango' _

On speaking Tobirama waved the stick holding the sweet under (y/n)'s nose, fingers plucking it from him it was placed in her mouth, the usual sweetness tasting sour on her tongue (y/n) hid the scrunching of her face by leaning down to place her tea cup at her feet

_'So you did plan to wake her up as well' _

Feeling Tobirama shift another smile made the muscles in her mouth ease

_'Shut up!'_

Sitting back up (y/n)'s head knocked against Tobirama's outstretched arm, another dango stick thrust in Hashirama's face to silence him a laugh left (y/n). Though still feeling numb from the events of the night before (y/n) was grateful that Tobirama and Hashirama were acting normally around her, whether it was under their fathers insistence or not, did not matter

_'Thank you' _

Fingers pinching at both arms again (y/n)'s back hunched, chin burying in her chest to hide the sobbing that took hold again (y/n) did not argue when Hashirama's arm fell across her shoulders, pulling her against his side she allowed him to baby her for once.

_'You look ugly when you cry' _

Feeling Hashirama's hand squeeze an arm (y/n) could tell he was sending a death stare at Tobirama above her head, Tobirama no doubt shrugging it off a hiccupping laugh broke through a sob

_'Tactful Tobirama'_

_'She's laughing' _

Another silence fell, no doubt exchanging bitter glances it made (y/n) lift her head, palms wiping at her puffy eyes

_'Pair of idiots' _

Murmuring under breath (y/n) pulled away from Hashirama's comforting, quiet sniffs taken to calm herself as fingers pulled the blanket tighter around her. Chest puffing out with a deep inhale (y/n) stared across the courtyard, it was clear of debris, the only sign of her excessive chakra release was the blown out room that'd once been her own. Not even a smudge of blood stained the floor.

_'They were quick to clean up'  
><em>  
>Throat constricting the words came out in a croak, brows dropping with her mood (yn) ran a hand over the throb in her chest, cheeks sucked between the teeth a self deprecating laugh rumbled in her chest

_'So stupid' _

Whispering to herself (y/n)'s head snapped up when Tobirama's elbow thrust into her side, head angled to view her a pinch of his mouth told (y/n) he was asking for an explanation of the nights events

_'I was meeting with Madara'_

_'Last night?'  
><em>  
>A shake of the head increased the pulse in her head, flinching against it (yn) stopped the motion, fingers working in slow circles to relieve the tension she bit tentatively at her bottom lip

_'Before the marriage idea came up. I was meeting with him in secret' _

The sudden sucking in of breath at her side made (y/n) pause, eyes gliding to take in Tobirama's strained expression

_'I didn't know who he was... Or I don't think I did'  
><em>  
>Trying to explain herself a hand fell onto Tobirama's arm, head dipping to force him to look at her<p>

_'What do you mean, you don't think you knew?'  
><em>  
>With a much calmer response to the revelation Hashirama spoke in place of their silently fuming brother, grateful for Hashirama's good natured opinion on the Uchiha clan, and Madara himself a smile was given his way<p>

_'Azuka done something to my memory, blocked it, or changed my view of it' _

Pulling knees against the chest (y/n) buried her head in them, eyes closing another wave of crying built in her chest, swelling it, choking the breath from her lungs her shoulders trembled

_'I think Azuka replaced Madara with Hisashi in my head...'  
><em>  
>Hands cupping over the mouth (yn) caught the cry before it sounded, eyes kept tightly closed (y/n) desired nothing more than to fade away, to disappear from the compound. If she pushed, pushed hard at the blanket of darkness that layered her memories she could make out the faint outline of Madara, his silhouette previously occupied by Hisashi lifting, it allowed (y/n) some clarity.

'_Replaced?' _

Voice tight Tobirama resumed his place in the conversation, narrowed eyes brimming with a dubious sheen (y/n) gave a slow nod, fingers biting into the palms (y/n) inhaled deeply, the words creeping to the tip of her tongue no doubt would be received with negativity, a moment was needed to brace herself

_'I love him' _

Barely breathing as Tobirama and Hashirama's faces dropped, their eyes creeping unnaturally wide (y/n) waited for some other response, anything other than their continued staring, even anger would of been welcomed. Instead the silence continued, the lids of their eyes slowly dropping their slack jaws snapped closed.

_'I guess that makes some sense of it' _

Sharing a glance with Tobirama he nodded in agreement with Hashirama, arms propped on his knees a hand cupped his chin, the fingers drumming in the curve beneath his mouth Tobirama tipped his head to the side

_'We all just thought his consistency finally paid off' _

Head shrinking back (y/n) glanced between her brothers, their conversation clearly in regards to her, but making little sense a hand tapped at Hashirama's arm, his fingers gripping his chin, it was clear that he was consumed in deep thought

_'Everyone kno-knew Hisashi was almost infatuated with you, but you always brushed him off' _

Hashirama explained, his voice quiet as the hand holding his chin fell into his lap

'_That was until about a year ago, you seemed to of suddenly become interested in him' _

Adding in his own snippet Tobirama straightened his posture, arms folding as his eyes closed like Hashirama a few moments prior, it was clear that he was in deep thought.

_'Hisashi almost died when you began to reciprocate' _

Heads whipping round Hashirama shrunk away, hands raised at the improper timing of the expression, an apologetic smile danced across his mouth. Hands curling into the palm his shoulders drooped slowly, gaze lingering on (y/n) a quiet sign parted his mouth

_'I see'  
><em>  
>Head tipped back (yn) placed both hands behind, allowing her body to stretch back. With their injection of information (y/n) was finally able to make some sense of the night before. Azuka's slip up of her age made (y/n) push and question the woman who'd raised her, the sudden skip in age brought the gaps and inconsistencies in (y/n)'s to the front of her mind. At some point Azuka managed to erase a year of her life, edit the parts she could not remove, and replaced Hisashi in place of Madara. Everything she'd felt towards Hisashi was false, misled and never for him to receive.

Though emotions misdirected (y/n) knew deep down a part of her cared deeply for Hisashi, just never in the capacity he'd hoped for. Drawing in a quick breath (y/n) sat forward, the blanket falling away (y/n) stood slowly, body aching careful steps carried her down the steps, breaking out into a run the instant her feet hit dirt (y/n) ignored the confused shouts of her brothers.

Feet carrying (y/n) blindly across the compound the burning in her lungs only spurred her on, moving swiftly through and around the few awake in the early hours (y/n) almost tripped up the steps of the Uchiha's accommodations, moving on memory (y/n) stopped outside the room she was sure Madara was using. Chest heaving (y/n) didn't waste time with announcing her arrival, the panel slammed back

Arms raised Madara calmly continued to untuck his hair from his shirt, eyes almost lazy in their movement they eventually levelled with (y/n). Though knowing what she wanted from Madara in that moment, all words failed her. In less than a day Madara had confessed to how he felt about her, (y/n) discovered the woman who'd raised her had tampered with her memory, and he man she'd thought she was in love was merely a temporary replacement for the man stood smiling at her.

_'You son of a bitch!' _

Hand clamping on the door frame (y/n) ignored the wood splintering, stabbing into the palm of her hand. With slow, staggering steps (y/n) entered the room, Madara's complacent expression adding to (y/n)'s agitation her footing firmed, carrying her fluidly to him a hand made to swipe at his face. Arm raising with little effort Madara caught her arm, blocking the intended slap his hand closed around her wrist, a forceful tug given it brought (y/n) into his body, the free arm closing around her back he held her in place as the anger that fuelled her journey to him fizzled out, in place of it came her sorrow.

Weeping uncontrollably a fist beat at his chest, head tucked beneath his chin Madara caught her before both legs gave way

_'Can you honestly say you're not a little relieved in that you now know the truth'  
><em>  
>Speaking far softer than (yn) imagined Madara was capable of, she drew in a sharp, shuddering breath, suspicion confirmed her jaw tightened, unwilling to concede with his statement her head pushed up forcefully, knocking sharply with the underside of his jaw it served to temporarily separate them

_'You're a complete egotistical pig!' _

Practically spitting the words out it made Madara pause in rubbing at his jaw, a crooked grin replacing the frown Madara took a firmer hold on her body, eyes swivelling to once more activate the famed sharingan

_'I will only offer this once more. Do you want me to remove what is disrupting your memories' _

Calmed by the return of Madara's flat, and emotionless tone (y/n) swallowed down the venom that threatened to spill from her mouth, teeth grinding against each other a stiff nod answered his question

_'Fine. Then sit still woman'_


End file.
